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To the Right Honourable 


| Hohn How Eſq; &c. 


STR, 
Muſt own, that 'tis more the Reſult 


D Bo of Affection than Opinion, makes 
2 2 me ſo ſollicitous to continue the 


nee Reputation of this Comedy, by 
— putting it under the Protection of 
a Patron, whoſe Character can alone be both 
Sts Honour and Defence. | 
I was ſoon determin'd there to Offer it, where 
could at once ſatisſy my Ambition, ſccure 
my Hopes, and pay the Gratitude which I owe 
Fas an Engliſhman; tor tis from the happy Scene 
of our Affairs, that any can think, or be diver- 
ted with that Eaſe the * was pleaſed to ſhew 
. , 3 at 


1 


at the Repreſentation of this Play: the Succeſs | 
of which I truly aſcribe more to the Juſtneſe 


than either Turn of Plot, or Correctneſs of 


But how agreeable a Theme muſt it be to con- 


be DEDICATION, _ 


of rhe Action, and Favour. of the Audience, | 


Style. I am ſenſible it may want Support, there | 
fore I preſume to inſcribe your Great Name in | 
the Front, which will not only. Defend, but 
Perpetuate it; for no Age willever forget, how 
brave an Aſſerter of Exgland's Intereſt and Li- 
berty you have been; neglected your own Eaſe 
by a conſtant Attendance in Parliament, Op- 
pos'd all the Grievances that often incroachd 
upon the People, and rather choſe to be Diſtin- 
guiſh'd than Digniſy'd, 
"Twas you, SIR, that kept alive the War- © 
like Genius of the Nation, and was the chiefeſt j; 
Advocate of her braveſt Sons, againſt Starving * 
and Oppreſſion: *T'was from your Care and Hu- 
manity in procuring the Support of Half- pay, 
that thoſe Gentlemen, who are now not only 
Defending England, but Saving Europe, ſunk | 
not under the Miſery of Want, and the Envy 
of thoſe who hated ſuch inimitable Courage. 


template the happy Change! ſuch a Sovereign, 
ſo Glorious a Cauſe, and cur Rewards ſo Ho- 
nourably and Juſtly Secur d. What may we not 
hope from Engliſh Valour fo encouraged, when | 
we have ſeen ſuch Inſtances of its Force in ſpight 

of all Depreſſions? : ; 
From the Succeſſes of the laſt Campaign, may 
we not juſtly expect, That in After- Times the 
Annals of this Seventeenth Century will begin 
with the Fame the Fifteenth concluded ; _ : 
when 
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+ Fthis preſent Miniſtry, of which 


* 


The DEDICATION. - 
EZ when Parallels ſhall be drawn of the two Glo- 
rious Female Reigns, tho' Eliza was Numerous 

in her Councils, 24 is greater in her Few. 
That I live under the eaſy happy Influences of 
| ou are a prin- 

cipal Part, is my Satisfaction; but that You 
will accept this Proof of my Eſteem, will be 
my laſting Honour, in giving me opportunity 
to tell Ages to come, that I am, 


8 1 R, 
Your moſt Humble, 
Aſaſt Devoted, 


Aud moſt Obedient S:rvarr. 
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IS hard to pleaſe, in ſuch a carping Age, 


| When Criticks with ſuch Spleen inveſt the Stage; 


Bur ſudden Death's the Fate of modern Plays, 
For few we ſee are born to length of Days; 
And yet the Searchers ſay, tis rarely ſeen 
Amongſt the Dead, that any fell by Spleen ; 
Many, they find, were by the Poets {lain, 
The dull Pretenders, in a ſeribling Vein, 


Borrow a Plot, and when the Play is writ, 
They leave it ſtarving in an empty Pir. 

Your better Care has caus'd a better Fate, 
Your Yeaman's Life is of a longer Date. 

It ſhews us Humour and an. ealy Plot, 

(Which in the Plays deceas'd, was oft forgot) 
No ſmutty Jeſts, but Wit without Offence, 
(For with Ill-Manners Wit grows Impudence.) 
You're not to blame, if envious Fools will find 
Scandal and Leudneſs which were nc'er delign'd: 
Your Play inſtructs us roo; that we beware, 
That Riches are not made our only Care, 
Since Wit and Breeding ſerve to gain the Fair. 


Set up for Comedy, with little Wit. { | 
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S. Yeoman of KENT. 


* DErmit my. Friendſhip, my Defects I know, 


ge; 


Nor can my Senſe give your's the Pratiſes due; 


* Yet when both Tongues and Pens advance your Name, 


Can a Friend offer nothing to your Fame? 


The Stage her Skill and Grati:ude has ſhown ; 


{ But from the Cloſer ſprings the true Renown. 
= Applauſe is vain which Action only gives, 
is by the reading part a good Piay lives: 

* Grimace, or comick Tone, may flaſh the Ear, 
Solid Wit only w. Inſpection bear — 
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1 The Preſs eſtabliſnes the Poet's Character. 


With how much Spirit, Strength and Skill you write, 

Such eaſy Language, ſuch Command of Wir; 

With ſo much Sweetneis every Speech abounds, 

The Humour hea's where-e'er the Satire wounds. 

From whence can all this Wit and Fancy flow? 

From Nature What cou'd your green Studies know? 

Some toil whole Ages for what's born with you. 

No Time records, ſince Poetry began, 

So ripe a Genius in ſo young a Man. 

Apollo, both ſurpriz'd and pleas'd, looks down 

Go on, ſays he, the Bays thy Temples crown, 

My youngeſt, my renown'd, my fav'rite Son. 
CHARLES VAUGHAN, 

As 


Humour of the Ad E, 


On his PLA x call'd, 


TUNBRIDGE-WALKS. 


— 


By an unknown Hand. 


— — 8 


HEN. we may hope there will again appear 
Humour and Wir on th' Engliſh Theatre, 
Unborrow'd from the French: For to our thame, 
Our Comedy of late from Gallia came: 
Our Heroes learnt from theirs the Art of Fighting, 
Our Poets too have mimick'd theirs in Writing 
And by Tranſlation ſtrove to build their Fame, 


Barren of Mother-Wit, and of Invention lame. 


But you, auſpicious Youth, have now begun 
To make old Engliſh Wit in Engliſh Channels run. 
You think ir needleſs over Sea to roam, 
In ſearch of Knaves and Fools, with whom we're 
- ſtock'd at home. 
Let ſuch alone feel your Poetick Rage, 
And as you ſcourge the Vices of the Age, f 
Retrieve the drooping Honour of the Stage. 
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Spoken by Mr. PINKETHM AN. 


OU dreadful Sons of War, who hither come, 
To fright fair Maids in Maks, and ſtorm their 
Boom ; 


You ſoft Sirs, who at home indulge your Eaſe, 


And hate French Bullets worſe than French Diſeaſe ; 
You Courtiers, who in Wit, and Fudgment grow, 
For where the Money Eb is, the Wit ſhou'd Flow; 


And you Citts, who,ſo brick and plump appear, 


Fatten'd with good Queſt-Ale, and Cariſtmas- Cheer; 


£ The Poet by me, Envoy, here 2 
; ay : 


Welcomes you to a pleaſant, airy P 
The Comick Writer ſtill ſupports our Stage, 
ie live by the Good-Nature of the Age. 
Let others be with Tragick-Laurels crown'd, 
Where undiſiurb'd the Hers ſtruts around, 
And empty Boxes eccho to the Sound. 
Plays are deſign'd for Mirth, to make us glad, 
Damn'd Fortune's Plagues too often prove us ſad ; 
Debts, Fudgments, and a Bayliff at the Door, 
Or cruel Sempſtreſſes, when Love boils o'er : 
But tho to teaxe us, more ſuch Plagues combine, 
All are diſpersd with Humour, Wit, and Wine. 
This Night our Author, to divert your Spleen, 
*Mongſt Crowds o Fools, at Tunbridge lays his Scene; 
N Here Beaus, and City- Mives in Medly come, 
The brisk Gallant ſupplies the Husband's room, 
Whilſt he, dear harmleſs Cuckold, packs up Goods at 
home. 
= A 6 | Sen 


— 


- PROLOGUE. 


Some Plot he has, ſome Converſation too, 
Some Charactirs found out, he thinks are new, 
But with what Skill they're drawn, he leaves to 
ou. | 
A 127. 3011 Play, he begs you'll not expect; f 
Young Poets have the Fire, old Authors are correce. 
To Humour chiefly, he'd his Genius bend, 7 
On your judicious Smiles his Hopes depend; : 
And, as he ſtill writes on, he'll ſtrive to mend. * 
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By a FRIEN P. 


Deſign'd for the Captain. 


T Tunbridge I have made my firſt Campaign, 
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EPILOGUE. 


Nor have I wore theſe borrow'd Plumes in vain, 


Since my Red Coat has helpt. me to a Spouſe, 
ne er a Souſe. 


Who has (I thank her) brought me, 
The World's a Cheat, moſt Men diſguis'd appear, 


And fain wou'd ſeem to be, what leaſt they are. 


The Out-fide's all, Virtue's an empty Name, 


That cioaks the ſubtle Knave, and willmg Dame. 


Each Proſtitute worn out with frequent Sinning, 
Hou d ſtill perſuade you, tis her firſt Beginning. 
Lmongſt you well-dreſs'd powder'd Sparks that ſit 
The awful Judges © the Poet's Wit, 

Here's — perhaps my Character wou'd hit; 
Who think it ſafer, here at home to fall 

By Ladies Eyes, than by a Cannon-Ball : 

But as the Painter, ſo the Poet too, 


What . ſhow'd be hid, ſcreens from. too nice a View; 


And when ſome Strokes have the Deſign expreſt, 
Chuſes to draw a Shadow oer the reſt. 
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Dra na tis 
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1 Pramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


A Man of an E- 
Loveworth, 2 ſtate, in love with Þ Mr. Mills. 
Hillaria, 
A Gentleman that 
lives by his Wits, 


Modcock, Ps of W CL, Fohnſon. 


F 
Squib, | AFluttering,Fop- ( Mic. Pinkethman. 
; 


Reynard, Mr.rilks, 


Mlitia Captain, 

, A Nice Fellow, 
that values himſelf ! 
upon all Effemina- C Nr. Bullock. =» 
cies, 


Maiden, 


WOMEN. 4 
Belinda, j Daughter toWood- | 


cock, 
Siſter toReynard, 
Hillaria, a Railing, Mimick- & Mrs. Ferbrug gen 
ing Lady. 
ALady that loves 
Mrs. Goodfellow, der Bards, Mrs. Powell, 
Her Niece, an 
Penelope, Heroick Trapes, Mrs. Moor. 
Lacy, Maid to -Hillaria, Mrs. Lucas. 


f Mrs. Rogers. 


- 
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Singers, Dancers, and-other Attendants, i 
The SCENE ZUN BRIDGE. 


Time, Twelve Hours, 


AN. 


gen 


E. 2 > 
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| 

| 

. 
Common Room in a Lodging-Houſe, 
! 

| 

Reynard and Loveworth meeting. 

; 

La Rank Reynar. ! 


Rey. Ned Loveworth ! Slave to Lon- 
don, and Darling of the Fair Sex, left 
his Miſtreſs, his Bottle, and his Friend. 
to viſit the Country! | 
Tov. To the Pleaſures: of the Town I own my- 
+ felf devoted; but London now is a perfect Solitude, 

* Buſineſs and Diverſion have diſpers'd every body 
| Lawyers 


TS 
— 
— 


2 
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*ountry People Tradeſmen to cheat at Fairs —— 
Courtiers to avoid their Creditors, and younger Bro- 
thers to ſpunge a Month with their Relations; no 
Plays, no Park, no Intrigues, not a Cully left to 
keep Wenching in countenance; ſo that the poor 
Women o' the Town are forc'd to live virtuouſly in 
ſpight of Nature. But Twnbridge, I ſuppoſe, is the Seat 
of Pleaſure ; prithee, .What Company does the Place 
afford? ' | 

Rey Like moſt publick Aſſemblies, a Medley of all 
ſorts, Fops Majeſtick and Diminutive, from the long 
flixen Wig with a ſplendid Equipage, to the Mer- 
chant's ſpruce Prentice that's always mighty near 
about the Legs; 'Squires come to court ſome fine 
Town-Lady, and Town-Sparks to pick up a Ruſlet- 
Gown; for the Women chere are wild Country-La- 
dies, with ruddy Cheeks like a Sevil-Orange, that 
Bape, ſtare, ſcamper, and are brought hither to be 
diſciplin'd; Fat City-Ladies with tawdry Atlaſles, in 
defiance of the Act of Parliament; ard ſlender Court- 
Ladies, with French Scarffs, French Aprons, French 
Night-Clothes, and French Complexions. 

Lov. But what are the chict Diverſions here? 

Rey. Each to his Inclination Beaus Raffle and 


Dance: Citts play at Nine- Pins, Bowls, and Back- 
ammon Rakes ſcoure the Walks, bully the Shop- 
| 2 nn and beat the Fidler — Men of Wir rally 


over Clarct, and Fools get to the Royal-Oak Lottery, 
where you may loſe Fifty Guinea's in a moment, 
have a Crown return'd you for Coach-hire, a Glaſs 
of Wine, and a hearty Welcome In .ſhorr, tis a 
Place wholly dedicated to Freedom, no diſtin&ion, 
either of Quality or Eſtate, but ev'ry Man that ap- 
pears well, converſes with the beſt. - 


Lov. But who is the top Beauty of the Wells, the a 


grand Toaſt of the Men, and Envy of the Women? 


R. 


s „% Tunbridge-Walks: Or, 
wyers are gone their Circuits, to plague the poor 


The Teoman of Kent. 17 
Rey. Ev'ry one wou'd be ſo: But your old Miſtreſs 


7 Hillaria ſtill bears the Croud; her Wit and Beauty 


6 ks ſupport each other, and her Dreſs and Converſation. 


4 Poſtures of French Gallantry, whom ſhe ſtill keeps 8 


| coldly on an old Pretender, but it ſhe's ſo ſevere upon 
the Beaus, I wonder they don't appear daſh'g, and retire. , 


thing to their own advantage; and they take Rail- 

lery from a Lady, to be as great a Mark of Eſteem, 
as they think a Lampoon is of being conſiderable 
enough to be taken notice of 
that Men of the greateſt Senſe are moſt doubtful of 
their own Merit; but a Fool, that has Aſſurance 


3 to carry him thro' the World ———-But here comes 


are ev'ry day fo prettily vary'd, ſhe always appears 
new: The Women love her Company, but hate her 


Paw'r, and the Beaus flutter about her in all the airy 
off with her eaſy Raillery, and not one dares engage 
Lov. If ſhe has ſa many new Sparks, ſhe'll look but 


Rey. Not at all; becauſe their Vanity conſtrues every 


I always obſerve, - 


enough to ſupport his Folly, thinks he has Wit enough + 


old Woodcock the Yeoman of Kent, that's half Farmer 
and half Gentlenran; his Horſes go to plow all the 
Week, and are pur into the Coach o' Sunday : he has 
brought his Daughter hither, a Lady ev'ry way agree- 
able; but her Father is ſo great a Humouriſt, that not- 
withftanding he allows her ali the Gaity of Body, he 
obliges her to the ancient Cuſtom of wearing a High- 
Crown-Hat. To her lintend my Addreſſes, but would 
firſt ſound his Inclinations; for when an old Fellow 
knows he has a handſome Daughter, and can give her 
a good Fortune, he is generally very. capricious in the 
diſpoſing of her, 


Enter Woodcock. 
Gqod-morrow, Mr. Woodcock, you are exerciſing your--. 


{elf after the Waters, I ſee. 
| Woods. 


8 Tunbridge-Walks: Or, 


Woode, Lou are miſtaken, Mr. Reynard, we Country 


Gentlemen live honeſtly, and have no occaſion to 
ſcour our Veſlels. 
Lov. But Twnbridge-Waters, Sir, have another vir- 


tue; they help the Underſtanding, and quicken the 


— and that you Country Gentlemen have occaſion 
Or. * | 

Hoode. When J find, Sir, they have had a better 
Effect upon you Londoners, perhaps I may try em 
Look you, Gentlemen, we in the Country don't pre- 
tend to Raillery: If we have Wit enough to keep 
our Chickens m the Kites, and our Wives and 
Daughters from you rayenous Town-Sparks, we nei- 
ther envy your flaſhy Air, nor defire to be thought 
Weather-Cocks. 


Rey. But they ſay, Sir, you are bleſt in a Daughter 


that's beauteous to admiration, your only Child, and- 


Heireſs to your Eſtate ; and notwithſtanding your Aver- 
ſion to the Town, I ſuppoſe you delign her for ſome 
very fine Gentleman. 

pode. No, no, Mr. Reynard; your modern fino 
Gentleman is too much a Narciſſus to value a Wife; 


he marries-only to repair his. Eſtate, never appears 
abroad with her after the firſt Month, nor lies with 


her but in Lent, for Mortification The prodigal 
Cit too takes a Wife only for conveniency to look 
after his Shop, while he goes a Stock- Jobbing, grows 
Jealous from his own Imperfections, ſwears ſhe keeps 
Company with my Lord. ſuch a- one, ſues out a Di- 
vorce right or wrong, and turns her out of doors; 


then ſpends her Fortune upon ſome Covent Garden 


Miſs, and like the reſt of your whoring Citizens, pre- 
tends he's Ptiſichy, and is forc'd to lie out of Town 
ey'ry Night No Londoner ſhall either ruin my 
Daughter, or waſte my Eſtate If he be a Game- 
ſter, tis rattl'd away in two Nights If a leud Fel- 
low, 'tis divided into Settlements 
then my Cherry-Trees are cut down to make Ter- 

| ra s 


If a nice Fop, 
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ras- Walks; my ancient Mannor-Houſe, that's noted for 

good Eating, demoliſh'd to build up a modern Kick- 
ſhaw, like my Lord Conrtair's Seat about a Mile off, 
with Saſhes, Pictures, and China; but never any Vi- 
ctuals dreſs'd in the Houſe for fear the Smoak of the 
Chimney ſhould ſully the nice Furniture Look 
ye, Mr. Reynard, the Woodcocks of Kent are an an- 
cient Family, and were the firſt that oppos'd William 
the Conqueror; therefore I'll have my Name kept 
up ; and to marry my Daughter to a Beau, with ſpin- 
dle Shanks, a ſmall Shape, and a long meagre Face, 
I'm ſure is n't the way to increaſe her Family. 

Rey. So that inſtead of providing her a Gentleman, 
you'd ſacrifice her to a Brute ; who has neither Man-. 
ners enough to be thought rational, Education enough 
for a Juſtice of Peace, nor Wit enough to diſtinguiſh 
fine Converſation from the yelping of Dogs; hunts all 
the Morning, topes all the Afternoon, and then goes 
lovingly drunk to Bed to his Wife. | 

Woode. And pray, What are your Town Diverſions ? 
— To hear a Parcel of alian Eunuchs, like fo 

many Cats, ſquawl out ſomewhat you don't under- 

ſtand The Sow of my Lady's Birth- Day, by 
an honeſt Farmer, and a merry Jig by a Country- 
Wench that has Humour in her Buttocks, is worth 
forty on't: Your Plays, your Park, and all your, 
> Town-Diverfions together, don't afford half fo ſub- 
ps ſtantial a Joy as going home throughly wet and dir- 


4 : ty after a fatiguing Fox-Chace, and ſhifting one's 
s; ſelf by a good Fire Neither are we Country Gen- 
n } tlemen ſuch Ninnies as you make us; we have good 
* Eſtates, therefore want not the Knavery, and Cun- 
n ning of the Town; but we are loyal Subjects, true 


Friends, and never ſcruple to take our Bottle, be- 


| 5 

0 | cauſe we are guilty of nothing which we are afraid 
Col diſcovering in our Cups To ſuch a Man I'd 
), marry my Daughter: One who has Humanity e- 


- 3 nough to know how to uſe a Woman well, and wo 
br 1 | the 


20 Tunbridge-Walks: Or, 


the Country well enough to live in't, and manage his 
Eſtate himſolf without truſting it to a raſcally Steward, 
who will ruin my Family to raiſe his own. 

. Lov, But, who have we here? 


Enter Squib. 


| Rey. Captain $quib ! 
Squ. Gentlemen, 1 kiſs your Foot-ſteps. 


Tov. But how now, Squi6, How long haſt thou been 


igtit]'d to Scarlet? Prithee, what Regiment has the 
Honour of thy Protection? ? 

Squ. Why, truly, Gentlemen, finding how irreſiſtible 
a-red Coat is amongft the Ladies, I have lately made 
Intereſt to be an Officer in the City Train d Band 
When I march through Cheapſide on a Training-day, 
how the Citizens Wives ſtare after me There's aa 
Air, ſays one; there's a Face, ſays another; there are 
Legs, ſays a third ; ſigh, then go to Bed, and cuckold 
their Husbands by the Force of Imagination. 

Rey. But wou'd n't it gain you more Reputation, 
Captain, to make a Campaign ? There you might. 
ſer ve your Country, and juftly merit the Title of an 
Officer, 

Squ. No, no, Mr. Reyvard, tis only for your ſwarthy- 
ill- ook d Rogues to go to the War; we ſpruce Officers 
ſtay at home to guard the Ladies, fight Mock-Sieges 
upon Bunhill, and ſtorm the Out wor Ks of a Ven ſon 
Paſty: Beſides, Sir, I have an Eſtate, therefore need 
not put the fair Sex into Doubts and Fears, by ha- 
zarding my Perſon. 

Loy. Bur it you don't ſerve one Campaign, how 
will it appear to the World you are a Man of Cou- 
rage? 

Squ. That, Mr. Loveworth, is evident enough at 
home, for there is ſeldom a Day, but I have occaſion 
to draw my Sword either in the Pit, the Side-Box, or 
ſome publick Coffee-Houſe, | 

Lov. 
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Lov. If you are ſo defperate, Captain, People will be 
afraid of keeping you Company. | 

Squ. You are miſtaken, Sir; I'm one of the well- 
bred Officers that challenge no Man, and if any Man 
challenges me, { Aſide] 1 ſend my Lieutenant to meet 
him——But to thow you I have Generoſity as well as 
Courage, I quarrell'd yeſterday with a Gentleman for 
treading on my Toe, which you know is an unpardo- 
nable Affront in this honourable Age; but at the Inter- 
ceſſion of ſome particular Friends, Pardon begg d, and 
a Supper given, I was prevailed upon to put it up 
Hal my Yeoman of Kent, honeſt Hop-Sack and Cher- 
1 How does thy handſome Daughter, what 
think you of me for a Son- in-Lawy? 

Woode. Thee Doſt think I'll marry her to a Pot- 
Gun, a Fop Militia Captain; who, inſtead of having 
Courage to ſtand an Enemy, flies at a Shower of Rain. 
She ſhould ſooner have a common Trooper, that's a 
Man of Mettle, and follow the Camp. 

Squ. Very blunt, and ill-bred; like a true Country 
Put that was conceiv'd under a Hedge, litter'd in a 
Barn, and brought up in a Hog-Stye — Look 
you, old Gentleman, if your Daughter falls in love 
with me, as tis ten to one but eviry Woman does; 
tell her, ſhe may ſigh herſelf into the Green-Sickneſs, 
5 Oatmeal, Chalk, Coals, Candles, and die o' the 

ip. ä 


Enter Maiden. 


Mai. Are you for the Walks, Gentlemen ? 

Rey. Ay, But Mr. Maiden, you are very late to-day, 
the Ladies will be all there before you. 

Mai. Why really, Sir, I us'd to be dreſs'd ſooner ; 
but T have been mightily out of Order this Morn- 
ing with the Vapours and the Cholick, and was forc'd 
to ſtay to eat a little Chicken-broth— — Pray 
Gentlemen, What new Company have we here? 

They 


- 
* 
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They ſay there's a World of Quality come down this 
Week. 420 | 
 Poode, Quality! What then! They'll neither furniſh 
the Wells with more Wit, nor more Money, 

Mai. But the Ladies, Sir, always reſpe& People of 
Rank They ſay, Mr. Woodcock, you have a fine 
Daughter to diſpoſe of here; I deliga to make her 
ſome Overtures. | | | 


1 Pod. YOU .L!ñlũ: Thou effeminate Coxcomb! 


doſt think ſhe'll like one of her own Sex [ Aſide. 
D'flife, all the Fops in this place have got a No- 
tion of my Daughter; 1 fhall have em bait her as 2 
Parcel of Hounds do a young Leveret; I'll go find her 
out, make her pack up her Awls, and we'll be gone 
to-morrow Morning. [ Exit. 
Tov. Prithee, Frank, let's to the Coffee-Houſe, and 
leave theſe Fools together. 4 
Rey. I'll ſtep but to my Chamber, and follow you 
inſtantly, _ | [Exeunt differently. 
_ $qu. Well, Friend, and what Accompliſhments d'you 
pretend to with the Ladies? | 
Mal. Why, I can fing and dance, and play upon 
the Guittar; make Wax-work, and Fillagree, and 
aint upon Glaſs 5 beſides, I can dreſs a Lady up a 

ead upon occaſion, for I was put *Prentice to a 
Miilener once, only- a Gentleman took a Fancy to me, 
and left me an Eſtate: but that's no Novelty ;. for 
abundance of People now-a»days, take a Fancy to a 
bandfome young Fellow. _ . . _ * 

Squ. And wou'd you ſooth the Women, with theſe 
Fooleries? They hate a nice Fop, that's ſo much 
an Image of themſelves; and love a robuſt maſeu- 
line Fellow, that will kiſs em, tumble em, and towze 
'em about. | 


Mai. [ Aſide.] poor filly ? Creature; Lard, Does 
he think fine Ladies will ſuffer themſelves to be us d 


like Oyfter Women sir, I hope 1 har nt — 
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dy'd the Ladies ſo long, not to know how to addreſs 
em; neither have I taken ſo much pains to poliſh 
my ſelf, to be rejected for you: Therefore you may 
give your ſelf what rough Airs you pleaſe, and yet 
not ſucceed half ſo well as thoſe that have a little more 
Modeſty. 

Squ. Modeſty——— Here's a Fellow now 


Prithee, 
what does Modeſty ſignify? Did it ever get a Lover 


1 a Maidenhead, a Lawyer a Cauſe, or a Courtier a 


4 


Place But to pretend to Modeſty in this Age; 
why the Women have laid it aſide now, and are re- 
ſolv'd, A-la-Mode en France, to appear bare-neck'd, 


; gallop without Stays, drink their Bottle, keep Fel- 
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$ fire any private Love-faveurs from em. 


ows, and be out of countenance at nothing. 


Thank Heav'n, Modeſty's an Infamy my Family can 


: nCer be branded with; for all my Relations from the 
beginning 
Projectors, Stock- Jobbers, or Cuſtom-Houſe Officers. 


have been either Pimps, Poets, Attorneys, 


But you may een quit your Modeſty, your 
Airs, and your Graces; for I reſolve to ingroſs all 
the Ladies to my ſelf, and if you dare meddle with 
one — . 

Mai. D'you think I won't talk to em, and give em 
Sweat-meats. | 

Squ. That I grant you; but if you offer Love to 
any thing that's under Fifty, above the degree of a 
Chamber-Maid, and has a Noſe in her Face, I'll cut 
your Throat: Aſide.) I may hector this Fellows 
without danger. * | 

Mai. As to that matter, Captain, we ſhail never 
quarrel ; for if I can Raffle with the Ladies, Dance 


* 


with them, and Walk with 'em in publick, I never de- 


Squ. Nay, then gi” me thy Hand, thus we agree the 

Point, and will aſſiſt each other. Tl recommend you 

for a Partner in dancing; you ſhall commend me for 

a Lover to wait on *em home. 2 | 
Mai. With all my heart. » 


Squ. 
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Squ. Come along, frigid. 
Mai. Lard, what rude Monſter is this? Sure ſome- 
thing that come out of the Bear-Garden; but I'm glad 
we are Friends; for if he had drawn bis Sword, I 


Ul 


[ Exit. 


ſhou'd have ſwooned away. [ Exit; 


Enter Hillaria and Lucy. 


Hill. Lucy, ſee if the Ladies are ready for the Walks, 
and order a Coach to the Door Well, this 
Tunbridge is the . Joy of my Life; ſuch Treating, 
Dancing, Serenading, Raffling and Scandal, I cou'd die 
here But let me ſee, what new Acquaintance 
have I made here ? — There's Mrs. Goodfellow 
that makes ſa many great Suppers, -I cou'd like her ; 
but ſhe drinks ſo : prodigiouſly hard, I can never hold 
out with her Lady Bubble that's perpetually at 
Cards, and always loſes, lends one Money, and has 
never Aſſurance to ask for't again; I'll be intimate 
© there Mrs. Smallware the Tradeſman's Wife in 
the City, there I can have things upon Credit; and 
then Belinda the Lady that lives in Kent, I'll be very 
great with her, ſhe'll} invite me down for a whole 
Summer I find every now and then I'm forc'd to 

ck. together ſome new Intimates ; for by that time 
[a liv'd a Year upon one Set, I run em out ſo 
Viſiters, keep ſuch late 
iflerences in their Fami- 


much 2 4. treating m 

Hours, and breed ſo many 

lies, they are quite tir d of me. 
Exer Reynard. 


Rey. So, Siſter; you are in your Airs, 1 ſee, ready 
for the Company, mighty gay and ſplendid ; prithee, 


how doſt maintain thy ſelf ſo well without a Fortune? 
Hill, Tho' I want a Fortune, Brother, yet while 
there are Fools that have Money, and 1 have Wit 
and Aſſurance to manage em, I'll! wear the beſt 
Fa : Clothes, 


_— WW — + V——- 
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Clothes, viſit the greateſt Quality, enjoy ev'ry Diver- 
ſion, and deſpiſe all that pretend to be better than 
myſelf. 

Rey. But how d' you inſinuate your ſelf to the 
World? | 

Hill. As moſt Women that live by their Wits do; 
I praiſe ev'ry body to their Face, and mimick every 
body behind their Back; fo that all court my Fa- 
your, becauſe they are afraid of being abus'd 
By keeping a world of Company, appearing in all 

blick Places, and giving my ſelf a liberty of Rai- 
ing, I have acquir'd the Character of a Judge 
No body dares buy a Suit of Clothes without my 
Advice, for whatever I condemn is thought ungen- 
reel; and half the Tradeſmen in Town make me 
Preſents to promote em Cuſtomers make In- 
rereſt for the Players o' Benefit Nights, ſo I have the 
liberty of the Box Now and then introduce 
a poor Poet with a Dedication, to go ſnacks in the 
Reward — live one Month with this Lady, a 
Month with that, cheat at Cards for Pocket- Money; 
ſo make ſhift to rub through the World-—Bur, how 
d'you manage your ſelf, Brother? *Tis more difficult 


fora Man to ſpunge a Maintenance than a Woman; t6' 


be treated, preſented and addreſs'd, you know is the 
Prerogative of our Sex. 

Rey. Like a true Town-Spark ; one day at Court, 
and the next in jayl: I have generally ſome Money 
at command, but ſeldom any more at a time than 
what I have in my Pocket. 

Hill. Why truly, Brother, I believe moſt of you 
Wits do carry your whole Stock about you. 

Rey. I always keep Company with thoſe of the 
higheſt Rank, whom I find moſt eaiy to be bub- 
bled : Now and then perhaps I get to the Groom- 
Porter's, and lend a Nobleman twemy Guineas up- 
on a puſh, to pay me five advance the next Morne 
mz ; and Courticrs punctually diſcharge what t 

| B 
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loſe at Gaming, tho' they run in ev'ry body's debt 
for Neceſſar ies But this Courſe of Life, Siſter, is 
but for a ſpurt; we muſt now think of ſettling our 
Condition; our Family you know bears no common 
Fame, and our Education was the beſt; but our Pa- 


rents, by ſupporting the ancient Engliſh Hoſpitality, 


liv d beyond their Eſtate, and left us to traverſe the 


World; therefore whatever Offers you have, accept 


nothing below your ſelf. 

Hill. No, Brother, I have a Soul too great to har- 
bour any thing that's mean; and if my Circum- 
Nances wou'd not countenance my Character, before 
I'd condeſcend, like a decay'd Gentlewoman, to dreſs 
Heads, make Manteaus, teaze People with my Birth 
and Education, and my willingneſs to get a Liveli- 
hood in an honeſt way, I'd ſcorn the World, and 


with an undaunted Spirit, repeating ſome heroick 
Strain, plunge a Dagger, and fancy myſelf an Actreſs 


in a Tragedy. 
Rey. My own Siſter to a hair 


cumſtance. 


Hill. You know, Brother, we are all frail, and ſome- 4 


times there's no reſiſting the Charms of a well-dreſs'd 


Side-Box Beau; but if I ſhou'd make a flip, this 1'll 
promiſe you, to keep a good Reputation, and that's the T 


moſt faſhionable Virtue. 


Rey. But of all your Lovers, whom are you moſt 
There's my Friend Loveworth, 


inclin'd to marry ? 
a Man of Senſe, and a tolerable Eſtate. 

Hill. Good. 

2 Then Captain Squib, with a larger Eſtate, but 
a F 01. 
ill. Better. 

Key. And then the fine Mr. Maiden, who has a very 
great Eſtate, and is a prodigious Fool, 


Hill, 


Bur let this 
Maxim join your noble Spirit Still preſerve © 
your Vertue; for if you part with that, you ſtain * 
our Blood, and render your ſelf below every Cir- 
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Hill. Beſt of all. 

Rey. But cou'd you love a Fool, Siſter ? | 

Hill. Love is a ſtupid Paſſion, that betrays the weak- 
neſs of our Minds; who that has Reaſon wou'd ſacri- 
fice the Pride of Life to a momenrary Joy, which 
ev'n the Name of Marriage extinguiſhes? But a 
Man that wou'd maintain me in all the Pomp of 
Quality, to out-ſhine the Court, and be the Envy of 
the vying World, I ſwear, were he old, diſeas'd, per- 
verſe, were he any thing, I cou'd love him, careſs 
him, and doat on him to Death. 

Rey. My own'Siſter again —— For my part, I'm 
fix'd on Belinda, the Yeoman of Kent's Daughter, and 
have luckily found out what ſort of Man he's reſolv'd 
to marry her to: Vil firſt ſolicite the Lady, then con- 
trive how to win or deceive the Father : The Cuſtom 
of this Place allows our familiarity without being 
ſuſpected for Relations, ſo that we may ſubtily com- 
mend each other To-day we ſtrike our Fortunes, 
for in ſo great a croud of Fools, tis hard if we don't 
find ſonfſe opportunity to profit by our Wits, 


27 


The Wiſe are Workmen, and the Weak are Tools ; 


Thus runs the World, one half the other rules, 
Hill. But yet the greateſt Wits are Womens Fools. 


The End of the Firſt ACT, 
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AT: i 1h, 
SCENE, The Walks. 


Enter Hillaria and Belinda. 


Hill. Wonder, Belinda, how a reaſonable Soul, and a 
Genius for the World, like you, can brook a 
Country Life ? 

Bel. Cuſtom, Hillaria, makes ev'ry thing familiar ; 
and tho' I hate the Country, I endeavour ſo much 
Philoſophy to be eaſy in it: Indeed, my Father's In- 
rentions of ſettling me there, wou'd try the utmoſt of 
my Temper. 

Hill. But I ſuppoſe you have too much of a mo- 
dern Spirit to let his Will ſway your Inclinations: 
Shou'd any old Father pretend to aſſociate me where 


I don' like, I ſhou'd plainly defire him to leave do- 


ring, or march into the other World; but ſure my 
Parents were the civilleſt People, for after they had 
liv'd ſparingly to increaſe my Fortune, found they 


grew old, and I began to grumble, they made their 


Will, left all co me, except fifty Guineas to the Non- 
con- Preacher, and a few charitable Legacies I ne'er 
paid, and went off ſa ſweetly, without ſo much as a 
tir of Sickneſs to put one to Charges, and keep one 
in Doubts and Fears. 

* Bel. But what wou'd you adviſe me to do, Hilla- 
ria? For my Father reſolves to move home to- mor- 
row, where I ſhall be coup'd up like a Turtie-Dove 
that's melancholly without a Mate, and have not the 
leaſt proſpe& ot any other Match than what's firſt 
propos'd to him. 7 

Hill. Why, faith, e'en take the advantage of this 


publick Place, ſelc& one that looks moſt like a Man of 
1 Honour, 
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Honour, ſtrike up the Bargain while you ſtand ſtill 
in a Country-Dance, and tack'd to him out o' 
hand——— = What think you of Mr. Reynard? If 1 


who have ſeen ſo many Men, and obſerv'd ſuch Va- 


riety of Shapes, from Beau May- Pole, to Beau Dapper, 
— judge of the Sex, I ſay Reynard's a pretty Fel- 
ow. 

Bel. Since you draw me into a Confeſſion, Hillaria, 
I muſt own the ſame Opinion; Mr. Reynard was my 
Partner at the Bath laſt Year, and mentioned a Love 
there, which he has not fince had an opportunity to 
renew————Bur then, my Father; to be hated, rurn'd 


Hill. Never fear it Indeed, when a Woman 


diſgraces her Family by a mean Paſſion, and runs a- 


way with a Fiddler, a Barber, or a Taylor, tis fir ſc 
ſhou'd be diſcarded, and join in her Husband's Drud- 
gery all Day for a little Love at Night: Burt if you 
marry a Gentleman, and can look the World i' the 
Face, perhaps the old Man's teſty for a Month, bur 
then you put on a little hypocritical Sorrow, down o 

Knees, tell him you are forry you ſhou'd carna- 


lize without his Conſent, but 'tis what can't be un- 


done no. Nature pleads, the old Fool bleſſes you; 
then come Treats, Balls, fine Clothes, all mighty weil. 
and not a word o' the Balcony. 

Bel. Dear Hillaria ! let me entreat your Friend- 
ſhip 3 bur you engage ev'ry body, all court you, and 
are uneaſy without you; prithee What is it ſo be- 
witches em? 

Hill. Upon theſe Love - Occaſions, I am mighti- 
ly follow'd : For after I have ſuaded a young 
Lady to run away with a handſome Fellow, I in- 
tercede with the old Folks, and reconcile em, fo 
that I oblige both Sides; ¶Aſide.] And often get a 
good Preſent by the bargain—— —-Then People are 

nd of a pretty fleering Air I have got; for you 
muſt know, this Age is mightily addicted to Self- 
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love; and the higher eſteem People have of their own 
Perfections, the more they deſpiſe others: There- 
fore I pleaſe this Lady, by railing at that ; and my- 
ſelf, by making a Jeſt of the whole World alternate- 
ly When I'm at Court, I ridicule the City- 
Wives, thoſe over-dreſs'd Creatures, that ſtand gaping 
fix Hours at a Shop-door ; and the Aldermens La- 
dies, who by their Bulk, and manly Voice, are taken 
tor Hermaphrodites When I'm in the City, I 
laugh at the Court-Ladies, their Gaming Clubs, and 
Intrigues with Players, wearing D'Oyley Stuff-Suits for 
want of Money or Credit to buy better, and borrowing 
Jevve's o' Birth- Nights; and when I'm among Peo- 
ple of true Merit, I make a Jeſt of both—————To - 
particular Families, I recommend myſelf by being tho- - 
rovugh'y good-hu mour'd, and always conformable to 
witat's propos'd One Lady loves hot Tea; another 
cold Tea; I drink both— My Lady Figgit's for a Fid- 
de, and a Country-Dance, ſo am 1 Mrs. Townly 
loves a Hackney-Coach, ſending for Fellows out o 
Chocolate- Houſes, coquetting halt an Hour in a Mask, 
and make the Fools treat us without ſo much as the 
favour of ſeeing our Faces; then from India-Houſe to 
Iz4ia-Houlſe, leaving Letters, tumbling Goods, buying 
one China- Cup, and ſtcaling half a dozen; and at my 
Lady Rampart's in Eſſex, they are for clambering over 
Hedges, riding in Hay-Carts, Hot-Cockles, and Blind- 
Man's-Buff—— I can romp as well as the beſt of them 
Then I am mighty. happy in keeping a Secret; 
ſo that if a Merchant's Wife has a mind to make merry 
when her Husband's out of Town, to be ſure I'm ſent 
for——But here comes the He- things. 


Enter Reynard and Loveworth. 


Rey. Your Servant, Ladies; how goes Scandal at the 
Wells to-day? What fine Lady had an Intrigue laſt 
Night, which the reſt out of Envy have reported? * | 

- Hill. 
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Hill. Rather, Sir, what Intrigues have your Vani- 
ties boaſted of, which neither your Perſons, nor Ac- 
compliſhments, had force to gain you ? 

Lov. Real Intrigues, Madam, we never diſcover ; and 
only talk of Favours in oppoſition to thoſe Ladies, who 


rerend to a croud of Lovers, and yet value themſelves 


in having power to reliſt 'em all. 

Bel. A Woman, Sir, need not aſſume much power 
to refiſt any thing ſhe ſees in your Sex; but we 
can't blame the good Opinion you have of your- 
felves, when we conſider the Weakneſs of your Judg- 
ments, 

Rey. But if you Ladies did not deſire a Conqueſt, 


hy d'you take ſuch pains to adorn your elves ? 


What are your high full Rumps but to make you 
follow'd? —<2S—QD2— Your Fans in Winter but to give 
Airs, and the various Diſpoſition of your Curls, but 
Baits for ſo many Men? Then there's more 
Policy and Conſultation us'd in placing your Patches 
to advantage, than at a Council of War in the diſpoſin 
a whole Army. | | 
Hill. Pray, Mr. Reynard, let not your Sex pretend 
to ſatyrize the Women, till you are leſs foppiſh and 
affected yourſelves—— W hat are your light Wigs curl'd 
behind, but to hide your round Shoulders, and fer off 
your walnut Complections; and your fine Sword- 
knots, but to tie the Hilt and the Scabbard together 
But the ſurprizing Joy when two Fops meet in the 
Side-Box, tho' they parted but two Minutes before 
at a Chocolate-Houſe; the Side-Bow, the Embrace; 
and the fulſome trick you Men ha' got of kiſſing one 
another; then down you ſit, and obſerve the Wo- 
men he's wel enough ſays one, but 
they ſay ſhe has been had — Mind how ſhe ogles 
us, ſays t' other; when they are a cot: ple of wretched 
hatchet-fac'd things, that are Phyſical to look at em. 
— Then the Toſs o' the Head, the Airs o' the 


Snufi-Box, and the Leer at an Actreſs on the Stage; 
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and all the ridiculous Actions of a Monkey, or 2 
Madman: but I think they ſay moſt of you Beaus 
are craz d; for taking ſuch a prodigious deal o' Snuff, 
ir open'd your Heads ſo much, the Wind got in and 
quite turn'd your Brains And when any Ex- 

reſſions on the Stage are ſmart upon the Side» 
Beam: how you force a grin, and wou'd fain laugh 
em off! 

Rey. I find, Madam, we may truce the Debate, 
and unite our Forces; for I ſee Mr. Woodcock co- 
wing down the Hill, that's ſatyrical upon both 
Sexes, 

Bel. My Father, dear Hillaria, let's avoid him, 

Rey. We'll ſtep into a Raffling-Shop, Madam. BP 

Exeunt Rey. and Bel. 

Lov. I ſuppoſe, Madam, by this time you are pretty 
well tir'd with Fops and Fiddles; and like a Ship toſs'd 
by Winds azd Waves, may be glad to ſteer into the 
Harbour of Matrimony. 

Hill. Good Mr. Loveworth don't mention Marriage 
at Twnbridge, tis as much laugh'd at as Honeſty in the 
City: This is a Place of general Addreſs, all Pleaſure 
and Liberty; and when we happen to ſee a marry'd 
Couple dangle together like a Knife and a Fork, they 
are a Jeſt to the whole Walks. 

. Lov. But Twnbridge, Madam, ought to diſtinguiſh 
Lovers, my Services bear a longer. date, and therefore 
merit more particular Notice. 

Hill. For which reaſon you might expect em 
fl'ghted : Is there any thing more ſcandalous than an 
oli Lover to our Sex, who are ſo fond of Novelties ? 
Bur if after all your Sollicitations, I were inclin'd to 
article the Matter, you'd find me ſomewhat odd in 
my Propofals. For in the firſt place: Whenever I 
marry, I deſign to have it a mighty Secret, People 
ſeldom care to let the World know they have playd 
the Fool; neither wou'd my Vanity loſe the Sere- - 
nades, the Treats, and Addreſſes a fingle _ - 

ords 
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fords me — Then I'm for a Man in ſome Bu- 
ſineſs, that I may have his Company at Night, and 
et not be troubled with his Impertinence all Day; 
r ſure nothing is ſo inſipid as a Fop-Husband, th. t 
ſtays at home with his Wife, takes the Air with his 
Wife, and ſhows his fondneſs in ev'ry thing but what 
he ſhou'd Then I reſolve to have an abſolute 
ſway ; for, I find by Experience, no State, either 
publick or private, proſpers ſo well as under the Go- 
vernment of a Woman ; therefore I forbid all toaſting 
Clubs, where you drink Proſperity to your Miſtreſſes, 
and Confuſion to your Wives, quarrel about the Con- 
ftancy of ſome common Trull, and break one an- 
other's. Heads to prove the emprineſs of your Argu- 
ment No Converſation with Wits, where you 
muſt treat half the Company, nor aſſociating with 
Men of Quality, where you are ſure neither to im- 
prove your Underſtanding, nor gain a Friend 
Then Il! always be confaited in State-Aﬀairs, for 'tis 
a mighty credit to our Sex to have an aſcendant over 
them that byaſs the whole Nation — And cou'd yor, 
Sir, perform all this for me? 
Lov. All, ten. times more; you ſhall do what you 
pleaſe, govern how you pleaſe, be ſole Miſtreſs of me, 
yourſelf, and my Eſtate, 
Hill. Then let me tell you, I diſſembled all this 
while only to try your Temper, aad now find you 


a downright A, What ! be ſubje& to yoir 


Wife! let a Woman rule you-! Why, the meercſt 
Coward: in. Nature has Courage enough to domineer 
over his. Wife — I & Sir, you are not fcr 
my purpoſe, yet I'll give you this Advice, the next 
Lady. you addreſs, neither fawn nor flatter, but uſe 
a generous Courtſhip, and aſſert the Prerogative of 
your Sex; for 'tis the worſt Air you can have with 
us, to be found any ways deficient in a true Man- lik e 


Character —But here come the Canterbury 
Ladies, Mrs, Goodfellow, * as big as the Cathc- 
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dral, and enough to ſcorch a body with her fiery Com- 
plexion; and her lean, ſeragged Niece Penelope, that 


fancies herſelf a mighty fine Creature, and has more 
fantaſtick Airs than the Peyrerer's Wife in Bedlam. 


Enter Mrs. Goodfellow and Penelope. 


Goodf. Dear Hillaria, T am glad we ha' met you; 
theſe Men are ſo troubleſome and dull, we have wanted 
your Company mightily to divert us. * * 
Pen. [ Aſide.) Theſe old Women affect fo much 
Wiſdom in deſpiſing Lovers, becauſe they are con- 
ſcious what's ſaid to em can't be in earneſt— 
Merhinks, Madam, tis very pleaſant to have the Beaus 
buz about one, talk to one, and give one things; it 
ſhows one's pretty. | n 

Goodf. You are young, Niece, and love to be flat- 
ter'd ; when you come to my Years, and have a 
true Senſe of Things, your Vanity will wear- off, and 
you'll find more ſubſtantial Joys in a Bottle, and' a 
She-Friend ; for my part, I never mind the Men; 
I: have three hundred a Year, and am reſolv'd to 
live ſingle, and enjoy it: Therefore I wou'd n't 
have Lovers pretend to conquer me, for I come 
our of Kent, and the Kentiſh People were never con- 

uer'd. I 
Hill. Truly, Madam, I agree with you; I hate 
the Company. of Fellows, where Cuſtom forces on 
a Modeſty Nature never meant us; there's nothing 
like a Club of our own Sex, where we can be frank. 
and free, play our own Pranks, and talk our own 
Talk. | 

Pen. [ Aſide.) Wou'd the reſt of our Sex were of 
— 45 Opinion, that I might have all the Men to my- 
elf. | 5 

Goodf. But pray tell us, Hillaria, who have you ſeen. 
this Morning: * 


Hill. 
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Hill. The uſual Croud Sir Tireſome Crump+ 
ling, that old affected Fop, that has been the. Jeſt af 
the Place theſe fifty Years; and the reſt o' the Fools 
that take pains to be laugh'd at, cringing after a parcel 
of ſtrange Trollops in Callicoe Gowns Well, 
theſe lare Mournings have been very happy for Wo- 
men of no Fortunes, that have made a good Figure 
in an old Sheet printed back and white—————— 
Then comes a knot of Few Ladies, that have lately 
bubbled their Parents out of a Sum. of Money by 
turning Chr ſtians, according ro Act of Parliament; 
and have juſt as much Religion as ſome of our Chri- 
ſtian Ladies, that ſpend half their Church-time in 
quarrelling for Haſſocks, and the upper- end of a Pew 
hut then to ſee a ſwarm of Mercers and 
Drapers Wives, move down the Walks like a fail of 
Ships, thar are Known to be the worſt of he Com- 
pany, by being the fineſt dreſs'a, with Diamond Ear- 
ings, Diamond-Necklaces, and a great Gold-Warch 
as big as a Warming-Pan; and yet theſe City things 
are ſo confounded proud, they never think them- 
ſelves conſiderable. enough till they are Ladies too 
a mighty piece of Honour indeed, to have one's Huſ- 
band a Knight, and no Gentleman; tha” really ſome 
of our modern Gentry are. as ridiculous on the other 
ſide, by valuing themſelves upon their Births, when 
they have no Eſtates ro ſupport em; keep a Coach 
when they can't afford a Livery, and ſtar ve themi-lves 
to feed their Horſes Whar if we fit down here 
rx. Loveworth, give us ſome Coffee. | 
Lov. With all my heart, Madam. IF | 
Hill. Oh! here's Mr. Maiden, and the Muſick ; now 
we ſhall. have a Performance. 
e [They ſit, Coffee brought in, 


| Eurer My. Maiden, with Muſick. 
xk b us OF 1 a 
Maid. 


Ladies I have brought a fine Singer, that 
B. 6 came 
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came down laſt Night to entertain you with a new ' 
Compoſure; one that's mightily admir d at the Small · 
coal Muſick Meeting. | OP 


While the Song's performing, Maiden uſes 4 Fan, 4 
1 Pocket Looking-glaſs, &c.] fe EPs 


F moving x 4-4 can ſubdue, 1 
See, Nymphs, a Swain more t 2 
We 22k, and we Paint, fff mr 
We're Sick, and we Faint, 
To the Vapours, and Spleen we pretend 3 
We play with a Fan, 
We Squeak, and we Skream, 
We're Women, meer Women ith end. 


Your Airs we defy, 
Your Beauty , 
Be 4s Gay, and as as you 
Te Nymphs, have à care, 
Be more Nice, and more Fair, 
Or your Lovers in time we may gain. 


can z 


Goodf. Mr. Maiden is the moſt uſeful Perſon in ſuch 
a-publick Place, and diſtinguiſhes himſelf fo obligingly 
by promoting ev'ry Diverſion. Wo | 

Maid. Oh, Madam, I am Maſter of the Ceremo- 
nies: here, appoint all the Dancing, ſummon the Ladies, 
and manage the Muſick ; though really, theſe Fiddlers 
are ſuch a Parcel of idle, ſcoundrel Fellows, one has 
more trouble in keeping em together, than Mr. Rich 
has in governing the Drury-Lane Players. 

Hill. But pray, Mr. Maiden, how d'you employ 
yourſelf for want of an Office in London t 
| : 
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Mai. Why, Madam, I never keep Company with 
leud Rakes that go ro the naſty Taverns, talk ſmut- 
tily, and fuddI'd ; but vifit the Ladies, and drink 
Tea and olate; they think me the beſt Creature, 
for they conſule me mightily about their Dreſs; I tell 
'em when the Sleeve's rowl'd too high, and the Gown 
pinn'd too flat; fancy their Knots, and help em make 
their Patchwork; and they call me Mrs. —— 
Then, I have Chambers at the Temple, keep a. 
Lexee, and a Viſiting-Day; for ſince the Lawyers are 
all rurn'd Poets, os taken the Garrets in Drury- 
Lane, none but Beaus live at the Temple now, w 
have fold all their Books, burnt all their Writings, and 
furniſh'd the Rooms with Looking-glaſs and China. 

Lov. But if you neither read, ſtudy, nor converſe 
with Men, how d'you employ your ſuperfluous 
Hours? | 

Mai. Why, Sir, I can Pickle and Preſerve, raiſe 
Paſte, and make all my own Linnen: Then I love 
mightily to go abroad in Women's Clothes: I was 
dreſs'd up laſt Winter in my Lady Fuſſock's Cherry- 
colour Damask, fat a whole Play in the Front-Seat of 
the Box, and was taken for a Dutch Woman of 
Quality. | 


Enter Woodcock. 


Woode, Sure my Country is the Seat of Plague 
At Canterbury we are more peſter'd with French 
Folks, and Presbyterians, than the Egyptian, were with 
the Frogs and Lice— —— At Maidſtone, twice a 
Year, we have the Devourers o' the Law, that breed 
a Famine where-ever they come; and if two or 
three Dozen of my beſt Poultry are not preſented 
to my Lord Judge, I am put into Commiſſion, and 
plagu'd with all the ſcolding Controverſies in the Pa- 
riſh; and Tunbridge here is the Rendezvous of Cox- 
combs, I haye walk'd this Hour and hay'at met one 

— — 
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ſociable Creature So here's a bleſſed Cabal; when 

the Fops, and the Wamen get together, there's ge- 

nerally more Noiſe, Nonſenſe, ' and Impertinence, 

than amongſt a Knot of Lawyers Clerks, and drunken 

— in the middle Box of the Eighteen · Penny 
erv. — 1 3 . ; ) 

Hill But I' wonder, Mr. Maiden, how you nice 
Beavs, that frequent all Aſſemblies, avoid mixing with 
the ruder fort? é e dein 2 

Mai. Oh, Madam, we that are acquainted with 
the Town, diſtinguiſh People by their Airs; there's 
as much difference between Men of Breeding, and 
Rakes, as between a Lady's fine Shock, and an ugly 
Dutch Maſtiff——One knows a Gentleman by a great 
deal of good Manners, and a chaſte, modeſt Look 
that may be truſted. in a Lady's Bed- Chamber; and 
a. Rake by a dirty Double-Button Coat, a curſed long 
Sword, and a damn'd Iriſh Face, with more Impudenc 
than the Box-keepers that are always teazing Quality 
for Mbney. 1 | 
Mode. | Approaching.] And pray, Friend, by what 
Token d'you know a Fool, when you ſee him? 

" Lov. There Mr. Maiden can never be at a loſs, who 
is ſo well acquainted with a Looking-glaſs. | 

Woodc, But where, have you diſpos'd my Daughter, 
r 

Hill. To her own Satisfaction, I gueſs, amidſt a. 
Croud of Beaus, Raffling, Toying, and receiving Pre- 
ſents. W 

Woode. Very good; and pray what Favours do you 
js allow theſe Beaus in return of their fine Pre- 

nts? 5 
Hill. Why, the Liberty of Talking, Dancing, or 
a Game at Cards; and if we happen to meet Men 
of true Wit, perhaps we may be charm'd into Mar-- 
Auge. | 1 

Woods, But ſhou'd my Daughter ſuffer her ſelf ro 
be corrupted by any of your London Wits, ſhe ſhou'd 

e en 
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een live by the Air of Covent - Garden; before Id have 
a Wit inherit my Eſtate, T'd Stock- job it away at Jo- 
nathan's, lay it out in cloathing a Regiment, where I 
ſhould never ſee a Groat on't again, or ſell it for a 
— at Court, to be turn'd out upon the next Revo- 
ution. 

Hill. What, I warrant you'd match her to a Coun- 
try _ Juſtice, that like ſome of our modern Commiſ- 
ſioners, has no more Senfe than ro commit Old Wo- 
men for Witchcraft, or ſome blockheadly Mayor of 
a Corporation, with a Country Mace carry'd before 
him like a Chocolate Mill. — Well, you old Men 
have the moſt unaccountable Reaſons for diſpoſing your 
Daughters; one marries her to a Fool, becauſe he's 
a-kin to Quality; another to a Knave, becauſe he's 
a Man in vogue, and expects Preferment; a third 
ſuperſtitious old Rogue, gives her to à Sot, becauſe 
he's a ſober Perſon, takes Short-Hand, and belongs 
to the ſame Congregation. I wonder what Religion 
there is in Love; and your Worſhip, for fear the 
Sow ſhould baulk her Litter, wou'd marry your 
Daughter to a Swine. Oh the Joys of a 3 
Life, to mind one's Poultry, and one's Dairy, and 
the pretty Buſineſs of milking a Cow; then the ſoft 
Diverſions of riding on horſe- back, or going to a 


Bull- baiting, and the charming Converſation of High- 


Crown Hats; who can talk of nothing bur their 
Hogs and their Husbands: For ſhame, Mr. Wood- 
cock, ſince you have an Eſtate, you ſhou'd have po- 
liſh'd your Family, and given your Daughter a Town- 

Education. | 
Woode. And have you, Madam, no more reverence 
for the Memory of your Anceſtors, than to prophand 
a High-Crown-Hat, that Token of Modeſty and Hu- 
mility; for ſince your fantaſtical Geers came in with 
Wires, Ribbons, and Laces, and your Furbuio's, with 
three hundred Yards in a Gown and Petticoat, there 
has not been a good Houſewite in the Nation. _ 
Then 
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Then you'd give my Daughter a Tovyn- Education 
I'll tell what the Education of a Town-Lady is: 


Firſt, ſhe's ſent to a Dancing-School, where 
ſhe's led about the Room by a ſmooth-fac'd Fellows, 
ſqueez'd by the Hand, and debauch'd before ſhe comes 
into her Teens. P'll be ſworn, Dancing-Maſters, Sing- 
ing-Maſters, and ſuch Followers o' the Women, make 
greater havock among Maiden-heads in London, than 
the Germans did among the fine Fiddles at the Bat- 
tle of Cremonam————As you grow up, you learn to 
be very Coquette; and are taught the Languages, that 
you may intrigue with the whole World; and inſtead 
of riſing early to inſpe& your Families, you ſtew a» 
bed till Noon, drefs ki the Afternoon, go to Dinner at 


Night, and play at Cards till the next Morning: When 


ou have 'd away all your Money, you take your 
Clothes ru, and when you ee up a hun- 
dred Pounds in ſeveral Tradeſmens Books, you pretend 
you haye Husbands at the Eaſt- Indies, and no body 
can arreſt you. 
Fill. W y Mr. Woodcock, you are perfectly ſcurrilous. 
2} find, the ſteely Soil of Kent has an Effect upon your 
Natures, as well as the Waters; but I don't wonder 
you ſhou'd abuſe the poor Women, when with that 
petitioning Face you think you have Wit enough to 
correct Parliaments. | | 
Mai. Indeed, Madam, you fay right, Spleen and Il 
nature are as common in Kent, as Apple-dumplins : 
I wonder, Sir, you Satyrs, like the reſt of your Bro- 
ther Monſters, hav'n't a Pair of Horns. | 

Node. And I wonder you Beaus, like the reſt of 

your Brother Aſſes, hav'n't a Tail. 


Enter Squib and another fighting, People inter poſing. 
Maiden and the Women ſhrick, and run to à Cor- 
ner of the Stage. Hoes 

All. Nay, good Captain, 42 fright the Ladies. 

Lov. What's the matter, Captain] 


Sau, 


r 
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* An impudent Dog, that belongs to the Laſt 
Will and Teſtament-Office, had the Aſſurance to boaſt 
of Favours from my Sempſtreſs. 

Woodc. A mighty Piece of Vanity truly! 
2 But Mr. Maiden, what makes you ſo terri- 
, | 

Mai. Why really, Madam, I am naturally appre- 
henſive of a naked Sword: They fay, my Mother 
was frighted at a Quarrel, when ſhe was with Child 
o' me. > 

Woodc. ¶ Aſide.] So, now, the Walks begin to ſwarm 


lazy to work, and too cowardly to fight. — I'd fain 
have Beaus, Fidlers, Dancing-Maſters, Poets, and Play- 
ers, knockt o the head as way Feor uſeleſs Puppies, that 
they might n't over-run the Nation. [ Exit. 

Hill. Come, Ladies, the Bell rings to Chapel; Mr. 
Loveworth, I muſt not force you thither contrary to 


your [nclinations ; but Mr. Maiden's always diſpos'd for 


the Ladies. 
Lov. You, Madam, may command me any where. 
[Puſhing Maiden aſide. 
Mai. Breeding |! [Leads Mrs. Goodf. 
. Sweet Mr. Maiden. [Exeunt all but Squib 
and Pen. Reynard and Belinda appear at the upper- 
end of the Walks. 

Pen. I wonder, Captain, you'll expoſe your valuable 
Life upon ſuch frivolous Occaſions : You great Com- 
manders ſhould be reſer vd for more worthy Enter- 
prizes. | | 

Squ. Oh! Madam, I am always a Champion for 
the Ladies; yet I endeavour to ſecure my own Safety: 
For tho' Valour be neceſſary in a Soldier, moſt of our 
modern Heroes prefer good Conduct, and ſeldom enter 
upon an Engagement that ſurmiſes Danger: And really, 
Madam, when I conſider the preſent Scarcity of good 
Officers, I'm forc'd to curb the Unrulineſs of my Paſ- 
ſion out of a national Regard, 

Pen. 


What are theſe Fops good for? They are too 
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Pen. Sure nothing is ſo moving as an heroick Spirit, 
nor any thing ſo becoming as Scarlet, it looks ſo grace- 
ful, and darts fo noble a Luſtre on the Face. > 

Squ. And yet every pert Prig with a Patch, and a 
cropt Head o' Hair, pretends to a Red-Coat, forſooth ; 
Scarlet's grown ſo common now-a-days, one hardly 
knows a Colonel from a Coſſer monger. 

Pen. Well, whenever I marry, I'm reſoly'd to have 
an Officer; for, next to being a Woman of Quality, . 
in my mind, nothing ſounds ſo great as the Captain's 
Lady. 

Squ. Divine Lady, your Hand, ” 

Pen. Noble Sir, you have it. [Exennt, : 


Reynard and Belinda come forward. 


Bel. I own your Merit, Sir, and wou'd not ſlight. 
your Love; but you know. my Father's Temper, and 
I am fix'd never to marry without his Conſent: When 
you have found a means to court his Favour, you may 
then hope for mine. | 


Rey. Conduct, and Courage, every way I'll prove, 
Firſt try by Pray'rs, and Arguments to move, 
Then ſummon ev ry Art and Shape of love; 

To oft repuls'd. Love flill the Fight maintains, 
And for each Thought we gladly beat our Brains,- 
When the Reward ſo nobly pays the Pains. 


The End of the Second A C T. 


ACT 
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AUT HL, SCENE. I. 
Woodcock and Reynard. 


Woode, TN Love with my Daughter! Ha, ha, ha, 2 
very good Jeſt indeed. 

Rey. Why ſhou'd you doubt my Paſſion, Mr. Woed- 
cock? Have I not ſhown myſelf a zealous Lover; fol- 
low'd her to the Bath, thence to Tunbridge; watch'd 
for her, courted her, and reſpected you? 

IWoede. *Tis true, Mr. Reynard, | believe you have a 
very great Affection for my Daughter, I muſt applaud 
your Judgment, and tell you, ſhe deſerves your Love. 
As to her Perſon, I can't ſay much; but ſhe's. Heireſs 
to near ſix thouſand Acres of Arable and Paſture ; be- 
ſides a good Manfion- Houſe, with Hop-Grounds, Cherry- 
Gardens, and other Appurtenances, ſituate, lying, and 
being in the Pariſh of Maidſtone in the County of. 
Kent; and if a Woman, with ſuch Charms, can want 
Followers in this Fortune-Hunting Age, I am de- 
ceiv'd. 

Rey. I grant you, Sir, an Eſtate is a comfortable Con- 
venience 3 but you ought not to prefer a few dirty 
Acres to a Woman of Beauty. : 

oode. What fignifies Beauty without Money? tis 
Money makes the Bezuty———— — Tho' a Woman be 
ſurpriſingly witty, fair to a Miracle, eaſy and unat- 
fected ; ſhe's thought diſagteeable without Money: 
but tho' ſhe's crooked, ſquints, ill- natur'd, and a meer 
Changeling, ſhe muſt be an Angel, when ſhe's an Al- 
derman's Daughter, and has ten thouſand Pounds. — 
We plainly ſne how Beaury's valu'd at London, by 
the Women of the Town, who are forc'd to live by 
their Faces. In Term-Time, indeed, they'll * 
SZ | Hal 
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Half a Crown; after Term they are glad of Seven 
Groats; in the long Vacation, you may have a Fur- 
bulo for a Teſter; and your poor Whores, that ply 
the Roſe Paſſage, have ſo bad a Trade, they can ſcarce 
afford you an Anniverſary clean Smock Beau- 
ty, Mr. Reynard, s a Jeſt ; I never marry'd for't my- 
elf —— Indeed, I thought the Woman well enough; 
but if her Fortune hadn't equall'd my Eſtate, we had 
ne er pig'd together. 
lik'd her better, a Son might bave inherited my Eſtate; 
for I think they ſay, Girls are but the Product of Half- 
Inclination. 

Rey. Come, come, Mr. Woodcock, ne er diſpute the 


matter, I like your Daughter, and your Daughter likes 


me; *tis true, Fortune allotted her the largeſt Share; 
but had it been my Chance, we generous Hearts marry 
for Love, and ne'er value Money. 

Hoodc. Not value Money Very like; if it were 
not for ſuch extravagant Sparks as you, that want a 
true Senſe of Money, we ſhou'dn't have ſo much Sub- 
ſcription- Muſick, nor ſo many French Buffoons skip - 
p'ng over to run away with it Mr. Reynard, you 

ave unluckily diſcover'd yourſelf, and I hope now you'll 
not pretend to my Daughter; I ſhall hardly give my 
Eſtate to one that don't know the worth of it. 
But, I miſtake, noble Sir; I ſhould admire your Philo- 
ſophy. the Contempt of Money ſhews fo great a Soul. 
Twould be happy tor the Nation, if every County 
cou'd furniſh tuch worthy Perſens for Aﬀeſſors, Col- 
lectors, and Receivers-General. [Exis. 

Rey. That a plain, rough-hewn Fellow ſhou'd have 
ſuch profound Knowledge I own her Fortune is 
the chieteſt Bair. Yet 1 love her too; but how 
ſhall I convince him that I love her ? Whar if I 
feign myſelf diſtracted ? It ſhall be ſo 
That may not only move Belief, but Pit It muſt 
be Love, when the Mind ſeems diſeas d. 


Enter 


Aſide.) Tho? cou'd 1 have 


6 
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Enter Loveworth. 


Tov. Frank Reynard contemplative! What mighty 
Buſineſs can there be depending, that ſhou'd make thee 
choughrful ? Yonder come the two Fools, Squib 
and Maiden, you know the Oppoſition of their Tem- 
pers 's ſer *em together by the Ears, 'twill 
make Sport. 
. Prithee, Ned, enjoy the whole Diverſion thy 
ſelf, 1 have greater Matters to mind. [ Exit, 
Lov. Go thy ways for a Brainſick Fellow: Pox of the 
Women, I fay, this damn'd Love ſpoils all manner of 
Society. | | 


Enter Squib. 


Squ. Mr. Loveworth, I beg a multitude of Pardons, 
I ſhou'd rob you of my ſelf ſo long; but I have been 
earneſtly engag'd in mediating a prodigious Quarrel 
between two Members of the Kit-Cat Club, that chal- 
leng'd about a Pun. | 

Lov. I find, Captain, you are the grand Umpire 
o' the Nation——But,.I wonder, how you ambitious 
Officers can reſt fatisfy'd with trifling away your Time 
at Tun bridge, when your Aſſiſtance is ſo much wanted 
in Italy. | 

Squ. Indeed, Mr. Loveworth, when I reflect how 
much my Preſence wou'd encourage the whole Army, 
on the Conſideration of a good Preterment, next Cam- 
paign I may oblige the Allies; but you. muſt know, Sir, 
we military Gentlemen have a mighty Tenderneſs for 
one another's Fame, and I ſhond be very cautious 
of performing any thing to eclipſe my very good 
Friend Prince Eugene But Mr. Loveworth, 
here comes Maiden, prichee let's tcaze him à little 

What if we get bim to the Tavern, and make 

him drunk? 
Lov. With all my heart. 


Enter 
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Enter Maiden. 


They ſay, Mr. Maiden, you are in the Lampoon that 
came out this Morning, for having an Affair with 
Mrs. Motion, your Landlady's Chambermaid. 

Mai. That's an impudent Report, Mr. Loveworth, 
only to ſpoil one's Reputation among the Ladies; for 
tis well known I have more Madeſty, and never lay 
with a Woman in my Life. | 

Squ. And will your Virtue gain you any Credit with 
the Laides, you filly Toad : If you wou'd ſettle an 
Intereſt there, you muſt ſwear you ha worry'd half 
the Sex; but thou haſtn't Wit enough to ſubdue any 
thing above a Sempſtreſs. &4 | 

Mai. Lard! What ſignifies Wit? How particular 
a Wit wou'd look at Court now-a-days. Your poor 
ſcoundrel Wits, are forc'd to cringe to us Men of Fi- 
gure I'm to have a Dedication next Winter : 
Well, a Dedication is the prettieſt thing — To 
ſee one's own Name in the Front of a Book 
To the Honourable Francis Maiden, Eſq; —Then 
to have the World told of one's Airs and Equipage, 
and the Valour of one's Anceſtors — You may 
talk what you will of your Wit and Senſe, but you'd 
part with all your Qualifications to have my Com- 

lexion. | 

Squ. O Lord, Complexion! who the Devil minds 
that? And haſt thou the Aſſurance to deſpiſe Men of 
Wit, and value rhyſelf upon thy white Gloves, thy 
Honey-warer Bottle, and thy painted Face? ; 

Mai. Well, were it not for a little Art, one 
ſhou'd look like other People: But what then, *tis 
only a Waſh from the Dove in Salisbury Court, which 
all the Quality uſe; and, tho' I fay it, when my Face 
is ſet out to the beſt Advantage, it has given many a 
Lady a Palpitation at the Heart. - But you know 
CO. we have agreed not to quarrel: I hate teſty 
Folks; when I was at School, I cou'd never abide 
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the Boys; they were always wrangling and fighting : 
but I lov'd mightily ro play with the Girls, and dreſs 
Babies, and all my Acquaintance now, never quarrel'd in 
their Lives. 

Lov. No; what ſort of People are they, good now ? 

Mai. Oh! the beſt Creatures in the World; we 
have ſuch Diverſion when we meet together at m 
Chambers; there's Beau Simper, Beau Radbitsface, 
Beau Eitherſex, Colonel Coachpole, and Count Drivel, 
that fits with his Mouth open, the prettieſt Compan 
at a Bowl of Virgin-Punch; we never make it wit 
Rum nor Brandy like your Sea-Captains, but two 
Quarts of Mead to half a Pint of Whire- Wine, Le- 
mon- juice, Burridge, and a little Perfume; then we 
never read Gazettes, nor talk of Venlo and Vigo, like 
your Coffee-Houſe Fellows, but play with Fans, and 
mimick the Women ; Skream, hold up our Tails, make 
Curt'ſies, and call one another Madam Bur Mr. 
Loveworth, are you for the Dancing at Southborough 
to- night? I'm going to be all new dreſs'd. 

Lov. Ay, but we are too ſoon yet; let's take a Flask 
firſt at the Rummer. 

Mai. O Lard! I never go to the Tavern. 

Squ. But faith you ſhall; Mr. Loveworth, let's force 
him along. 

Mai. O Lard, I ſhall be raviſh'd ; Captain, you are 
the rudeſt Man, as I hope to be ſav'd II! call out: 
Well, don't tumble a body then, and I will go; but I 
never drink any thing bur Rheniſh and Sugar. 

Squ. Damn rotgut Rheniſh; we'll have Mrs. Motion's 
Heath in a Bumper of Barcelona. 

Mai. Oh! ſhe's a bold Pullet. [Exeunt, 


Enter Woodcock and Belinda. A Chair, Wood- 
cock ſits. 


Woodc. Belinda, come hirher. 
Bel. [ Aſide.) Now ſhall I be ask d a thouſan more 
whimiical 
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whimſical croſs Queſtions, than a baſhful Witneſs by 
an impudent Yelper at the Old Bailey. 

 Wriodc. What Notion ha' you of Mankind? 

Bel. Notion, Sir, I think of em as the reſt o my 
Sex do. 

Moodc. As the reſt of her Sex do-—I never knew 
a Woman give a direct Anſwer in my Life; but if 
I muſt explain your Meaning, that's as much as to ſay, 
you think of nothing elſc——— But pray, Madam, 
——If 1 may be fo bold—— What mighty Acquain- 
tance and Intimacy———is there between Mr. Reynard 
and you ? 

Bel. Mr. Reynard, Sir! no more than what's general; 
I have no farther Knowledge of him, than the Freedom 
of the Place allows. 

Woode. The Freedom o' the Place — Why if 
you know as much of him as the Freedom of the 
Place allows, you have known him in every Senſe 
and Item; for what Lewdneſs is there this damn'd 
Place don't countenance ? Look you, Daughter 
I ſmell your Affections, and reſolve to ſpoil the In- 
trigue; therefore be pleas'd to bundle up your Night- 
Clothes, your Patches, Pomatum, and the reſt of your 
Trumpery ; for poſitively I'll be gone to-morrow 
When I think it ſeaſonable for you to marry, I'll take 
care to provide you a Husband myſelf. 

Bel. But I hope, Sir, you'll not enjoin me any Man 
contrary to my Inclinations. 

Woodc. Your Inclinations! Perhaps your Incli- 
nations are to half the Sex; I know very well you 
are for a Beau; a flattering Coxcomb that wou'd 
make you believe your Eyes are a Pair of Flamboys, 
and cringe to you with bits of Love Songs in a 
damn'd Counter-Tenor Voice————[Singing.) Then 
prithee, prithee give me, gentle Boy—But | ſhan't leave 
my Eſtate to a Perriwig-Block; and fince that muſt 
deſcend with you, I ſhall conſult my own Judgment, 
and not your Iucligations; therefore if your Lady- 
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ſhip don't think fit to marry whom I ſhall aſſign, you 
may een faſt till your Stomach comes to you: I leave 
you to think of that, and prepare for your ag 
Exit. 
Bel. What Noiſe and Diſcord ſordid Intereſt breeds! 
Ob! That I had ſhar'd a levell'd State of Life, 
With quiet humble Maids, exempt from Pride, 
( And Thoughts of world'y Droſs, that marr their Joys; 
In any Sphere, but a diſtinguiſh'd Heireſs, 
To raiſe me Envy, and oppoſe my Love. 
Fortune, Fortune, why did you give me Wealth to 
make me wretched ? [Weeps. 


Enter Hillaria. 


Hill. Belinda in Tears No has that old 
Rogue been plaguing her Poor Soul! She weeps 
more heait ly than ever I did, when I was whipt for 
* Romping : I find People have two great Satisfactions 
in Children; firſt to get 'em, and then to croſs 'em: 
But were he my Father, I'd ſooner break his Heart 
than he ſhou'd force a Tear from my Eyes Come, 
Child, let's retire, and take a chiriping Dram, Sorrow's 
dry; III divert you with the new Lampoon, 'tis a lit- 
tle ſmutty ; but what then? we Women love to read 
thoſe things in private. [Exeunt. 


0 * 


Enter Lucy. 


Luc. How many Reſolutions have I made to be 
virtuous ! and cou'd never keep 'em above two Hours : 
Therefore I deſign never to make any more 
This Twnbridge is the Devil; for here are ſo many hand- 
ſome Fellows proffering Love, that let a body proteſt 
never ſo much againſt it, there always comes ſome 
rub i' the way. 

Rey. [Without ſinging |] 
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Luc. Bleſs me, here's Mr. Reynard, that's juſt run 
diſtracted, they ſay, for Mrs, Belinda, the Yeoman of 
Kent's Daughter; Vil ſwear a good clean-limb'd ſort of 
a Man—— What pity 'tis he wants his Underſtanding? 


Enter Rey nard Singing. 


Rey. Then mad, very mad let us be, &c. 


Luc. Poor Gentleman! How active he ſeems to be! 


Well, of all things I love a brick Man 
how long have you been mad? 

Rey. Ever ſince I firſt ſaw a Woman: Woman fir'd 
my Breaſt, rack'd my Soul, and confounded all my 
Senles. 

Luc. Good lack, was there ever any thing ſo ſtrange ! 
I hope he's mad for me too———Sure, Sir, that was 
ſome cruel Creature, that didn't return you Love for 


Pray, Sir, 


Love; I fancy a kind Nymph wou'd recover your 


Wits again. 

Rey. The whole Sex are kind, I meet no Oppoſi- 
tion; for now honourable Love is out of date, and 
| Maidenheads are Drugs that lie upon their hands; 
you may have em like Eggs, ten a Groat. 

Luc. Indeed, I'm glad then I fold mine before they 
came fo cheap. 

Rey. But if they reſiſt me; then I grow outrageous, 
ſtorm, ſtare, rave, and force all I meet. 

Luc. My Stars! The Man talks ſtrangely terrible, if 
a body was afraid on't ; I believe, Sir, you, like other 
Knight-Errants o' the Age, boaſt a great deal more 
than you perform. 

Rey. No, I am all Action, my Life, my Soul; thou 
Varniſher of thy Miftre(s's Imperfections, Cabinet of 
her Intrigues, Heireſs of old Clothes, and Mender of 
fuſty foul Linnen. < | 

[Tumbles her, throws her down, and goes out 
Singing: Then mad, very mad let us be, &Cc. 


Luc. 


j 


-down 
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Tuc. Was there ever ſuch a Whelp, to throw a bod) 
and then run away; but Ill go tell wy 4 

Lady; for if he ſhou'd meet her in this wild Fit, ſhe d 
be quite ſcar d. [Exit. 


Enter Hillaria. 


Hill. 1 have put all the Miſchief imaginable intb 
'Belinda's Head, and have left her ro muſe on't . 
Now fer my own Matters —This Mulick, Ram- 
bling, Tea, and Scandal, are very pleaſant, but all 
don'r ſecure the Main Chance, and that muſt be done 
before I leave Twnbridge: For faith, I'm fo damnabl 
in debt, I dare n't ſhew my Heid in Town, cll K 
have got ſome body to clear Scores Here comes 
Woodcock, it J cou'd trap the old Fellow now for a 
Hugband, what Variety of young Lovers wou'd his 
Eſtate purchaſe ! Sureno body in this World 
had ever greater Occaſion for a Fool than I have ar 
preſent. 


Enter Woodcock. 


Woode. Who wou'd be troubl'd with Daughters? 
thoſe Puff-paſte Things, that like Race-Horſes, coſt one 
more in keeping than they are Worth; ivr my Davgh- 
ter, ſhe's made up of nothing bur ride and Dilobe- 
dience; and if her Vani:y's but the leaſt oppos'd, 
then ſhe's ſick, and nothing but Trncridge will cure 
her — Thar People ſhou'd come hither for Air, 
a damn'd Hole amidſt a Parcel of confounded Hills 
more ſtifling than a Bagnio, and ſtinks woric than 
the Upper-Gallery in hot Weather I am plagu'd 
to that degree, that cou'd I meet a Woman in any 
meaſure abating the Impertinence of her, I wou'd 

et hope a Son, only to diſappoint my Daughter's 

Expectations. 

Hill. ¶Aſide.] Then e'en take me, and try what 
EE you 
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you can do. I'll employ the Hint; this may be the 
lucky Minute for aught I know I begin, Mr, 
Woodenck, ro be tir'd of this noiſy Town- Life, and 
wou'd fain ſettle in the Country: D'you know ne- 
ver an old Shepherd that's in mighty diſtreſs for a 


Wife. 
Woode. He muſt be in a damnable Diſtreſs indeed, J 


that wou'd marry a London Lady. 

Hill. Oh! Mr. Woodcock ! A Woman bred in London (| 
makes the beſt Country Wife; for being ſurfeited 
with Hurry and Confuſion, Solitude is a perfect Ely- 
ſium; tis like repoſing one's ſelf after a fatiguing 
Journey; and of all Parts I ſhou'd chuſe Kent: They 
Ny, you Kentiſh Men are the beſt-natur'd People, and 
make the kindeſt Husbands in the World; I know ſe- 
veral Ladies extremely fond of Kent. 

Woode, Very like; moſt of you Town Ladies are 
naturally fond of ſtrong Kentiſh Men But pray 
Madam, what has made you ſuch a Friend to the 
Country, who but now took ſo much pains to ridi- 
cule it; tho' few regard what your Sex ſay, ſince tis 
agreed, Woman ne'er ſpoke her Meaning yet: for 
your Minds are ſo very mutable, that whatever you 
think at preſent, you're of a quite different Opinion 
before you can utter it. 

Hill But the Thoughts of Marriage, Sir, are more 
ſolid; af d tho' a flaſhy Fop may divert one for a quar- 
rer of an Hour, were I to chuſe a Companion for P 
Life, nothing's ſo agreeable as your Humour. 

Woode. My Aumour ! —— Why you haven't a Deſign 
upon me, Madam? 'Sdeath, ſhe has almoſt given me 
a Kentiſh Ague Marry thee, no Faith, I'd ſooner 
breed cut o my wall-ey'd Mare; for whatever ſhe ma 
be for B auty, I ſhou'd have one at leaſt that wou'dn't 
ralk me to death. | 

Hi I Thou art a rude Beaſt, and 'tis pity any thing 
that's human ſhou'd couple with thee. 


Enter 
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Enter Lucy. 


Luc. Oh! Madam, the ſaddeſt Accident; poor Mr. 
Reynard's quite raving mad; he met me juſt now in 
this place, and threw me down after that robuſt man- 
ner, I thought he would have ravith'd me. 

IWoode. Mad! ha, ha, ha, very diverting truly, a rat- 
tle-headed London Rake, to give out he's mad! Why 
who the Devil e'er thought him otherwiſe, ev'iy bo- 
dy's mad there—Lawyers are mad in finding out new 
Querks to make their Clients more mad—Poets after 
new Whimſies—Phyficians after new Poiſons - Muſi- 
cians, whoſe Brains are ſcatter'd into Semi-quavers, and 
Women have been mad from the Creation. 


Enter Reynard. 


Rey. I have been talking to the Weather-Cock on 
yonder Church-Steepie, and tis the prettieſt ta- ling Com- 
pany, I fancied myſelf at the Drawing-Room amongtit 
all the Ladies [To Woo cock.) Ha! Who 
art thou, with that bluſtering Face like the North-Wind 
at the Corner of an old Map; Ha, ha, ha—Nay, ben't 
angry, good Boreas; thou look'ſt like a wiſe Politician, 
we'll tals of State- Affai: s; prithee call for Pipes, and 
let's ſinoke the Nation; bring me ſome Gunpowder, 

i oodc. Gunpowder ! 

Rey. Ay, Gunpowder ; thou art one of thoſe heavy, 
thinking Animals that funk Tobacco; I'm a Coui— 
tier, and Courtiers ſmoke Gunpowder, for they are 
all laſh I'il re.l you News There's a Ci- 
vil War broke out among the Cards, the four Knaves 
are to be no longer Court - Ca d Pam is a ly, 
cringing Paraſite, flatters cv'ry body, buys of ev'ry 
body, and pays no body The Knave of Dia- 
monds borrows other People's Wit, and begs other 

C 3 People's 
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People's Eſtates The Knave of Spades is a, 
Court-Rake, ſcours the Streets, breaks Windows, and 
bears the Watch And the Knave of Hearts is a 
fine dreſſing Courtier that debauches the Citizens 
Wives; belides, the whole Pack are up in Arms; 
the four Queens are to be..baniſh'd, and the four Kings 
deposd. 

: Bead Why ſo?: 

Rey. Becauſe each petty Card is like a grumbling 
Common-wealrh's Man that hates Monarchy, and will 
allow no body to be above. himſel But I have 
made peace. 

Hoodc. How ? 

Rey, Why henceforward there's to be no hereditary. 
Honour, Money's to be made Protector; and ev'ry. 
paultry Cit that has but ten thouſand Pounds to pur- 
chaſe a Title, is to be made a Peer. 

Hill. Why, that fancy now wou'd be very pleaſant, 
to have ſome of our Citizens ennobl'd; I warrant we 
ſhou'd have my Lord Leadenhall, Count Cheapſide, and 
the Earl of Stocłs-Market. 

Rey. But hang Politicks, Pleaſure's my Buſineſs: Let 
dull ſtudious Mortals poiſe the tottering Globe, I am 
light as Air; and make a Tennis-Ball of the World, 
taſte ev ry Diverſion without Care, that's always new, 
becauſe it leaves no Impreſſion; and feed on the 
Sweets of a raviſhing Miſtreſs, without the puny Senſe 
of Love — hut where's Belinda? Where's my 
lovely Charmer? We'll ſteal together to ſome ſecret 
Wood, and there we'll reſt ourſelves from all Man- 
kind; careleſſly on ſome riſing Bank we'll lie, ſhaded 
by Myrtles, fann'd with gentle Gates, and lull'd by pur- 
ling Rivers into Sleep. 


x [Stands ſix d. 

Hill. Now are not you an old Brute to occaſion 

a poor Gentleman's Diſtraction, and have no more 
Charity ?. 


Woods, 
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Hbodc. Charity! — Why, Madam, ſhou'd half 
the Town run mad for my Daughter, muſt I ruin 
my Family to recover their Wits? Wou'd your La- 
dy ſhip's Charity marry a Man under the Gallows to 
ſave him from being hang'd ? Look you, Sir, 
I underſtand the World, and can ſee through theſe 
Stage Devices; therefore if your Worſhip thinks you 
have leſs Wit than you brought down with you, and 
ſuſpect you have been robb'd here, you'd e'en ſue the 
County. Exit. 

Rey. Curſe on his ruſtick Senſe, 'twill never take: 
What's to be done, Hillaria ? 

. Hill. Ne'er be diſcourag'd, Man; when you en- 
gage an obſtinate old Miſer, fortify'd with Expe- 
rience, you attick a ſtrong-buit Town; ev'ry Stra- 
tagem muſt be thought of, and ev'ry Faculty em- 
ploy'd ———1 ſwear, were it not for her Eſtate, one 
wou'da't take to much pains about the Creature; in- 
deed her Face is well enough, bur ſhe has a Shape Ike 
a Candle; then ſhe's horrid filly, for when one tells 
her of a likely Fellow, ſhe cries, my Father — 
If the reſt o' the World were but halt as 'traid of the 
Devil as ſhe is of that oid Toaſt, he'd hardly have fo 
much Pow'r over us I hate any thing ſo mealy- 
mouth'd. 

Rey. Prithee, Hillaria, leave this Woman's railing, 
and ſay, what Courſe ſhall I take. 

Hill. Well, you Men are the ſaddeſt. Souls at an 
Intrigue without the Aſſiſtance of our St x — 
Come, III teli you what's to be done — — Vou 
know he's mightily averſe to any thing of a Gent'e- 
man, and reſòlves to marry her to ſome Country Gra- 
zier like himſelf: Do you aſſume that Habit, forge 
a Commendatory Letter from ſome Neighbour of 
his, whoſe Name you may ealily learn, and carry 
it with all the Impudence of Fuller; and if that 
don't cozen the old Fellow, I'll be doom'd to 
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die a, Virgin, and that's a damnable hard Sen- 


rence. 
Rey. By Heav'n, I like the Project, and will about it 


inſtantly. | 

Hill. For my part, I'll een go make Love to Mr. 
Mailen; tis a ſign our Sex are in {ad want of Huſe |, 
bands, when we are forc'd to court the Men: but my | 
Pride muſt be ſupported; and, faith, I know the Town. 
too well, to loſe any thing for want of Aſſurance. ; 


Rey. Come, Hillaria. 


Tho' Fortune, like the wav'ring Suns ſhine dance, 

With conſtant Eyes I'll humour ery Glance 

No Fars, no Croſſes ſhall my Hopes defiroy, 

New Ways T'll ſtudy, and new Arts employ, 

And, in all Shapes, purſue th amorous Boy. 


The End of the Third Act. 
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ACT . 
SCENE continues, 


Enter Maiden. 


Mai. T'm glad 1 ha' got away from em; I hate th 

1 ſtinking Taverns, and they made one drink 
Bumpers o' ſour Claret, without ſo much as Nutme, 
and Sugar Here comes Mrs. Hillaria, if ſhe wou“ 
but make Love to me now; for tho' we Beaus ſeldom 


care for Marriage, tis pretty to have the Ladies fonc 
of us. 


Enter Hillaria. 


Hill. Mr. Maiden, we have wanted you extremely at 
the Tea-Table; I heard you weren't well. 
Mal. Indeed, Madam, I was forc'd to lie down a 
little; I'm but a weakly Body, this hot Weather over- 
comes one ſtrangely. : 
Hill. Nay, really, I have often accus'd the Tyranny 
of the Mode, in obliging you to wear thoſe great 
Wigs; tis well you Beaus are not inclin'd to be hot- 
headed But Summer-time is tedious to er 
body: I wonder how fo many fat Gentlemen can en- 
dure the Green all Day, though *ris pleaſant enough to 
look out o' the Window and obſerve em -T2 
ſee a Tun o' Greaſe, with a broad fiery Face, and a lit- 
tle black Cap, waddie after a Bowl, rub, rub; rub, 
rub, rub, and loſe more Fat in getting a Shilling 
than wou d yield him a Crown at the Tallows 
Chandler's. 
Mai. Why, truly, Madam, we have a world & 
grealy Beaus about Town, I fancy half the Gees 
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tlemen o' the laſt Age married their Cook- Maids: But + 
never appear upon the Green amongſt em, for in two 
Minutes one's taand abominably ; beſides, I hate thoſe 
fatiguing Diverſions. 

Hill. Then your Kenjiſh- Men here are for leaping, 
and throwing a great Iron-Bar; as if the laviſh Exer- 
ciſes of a Porter, cou'd heighten the Character of 
Gentleman. | 

Mai. Theſe Kentiſh Folks value them ſelves fo much 
upon their Strength, and becauſe they carry'd a few . 
Bpughs againſt William the Conqueror; they talk of 
bearing Oak-Trees. 1 warrant, in time, they'll pretend 
ta remove the City of London into their own Coun- 
try — Some People, too, are fond of a Horſe: 
I zwonder what pleaſure there is in jumbling one's 
Bones to a Jelly; I'm ſure I ws as weak once with 

Ls a Mile and a half, as if I had lain in: But 1 
| & a Spring-chariot mightily; and there's — 
we Beaus take more pride in, than a Sett of gentee 
Foot mea. I never have any but what wear their. 
own . Hair, and I allow em a Crown a Week for 
Gloves and Powder: If one ſhou'd n't, they'd ſteal , 
horridly to ſet themſelyes out: for now, not one in 
ten is without a Watch, and a nice Snuff-Box, with 
the beſt Orangery; and the liberty of the Upper-Gal- 
lery, has made. em fo confounded pert, that as they... 
wait behind one at Table, they'll either put in their 
Word, or mimick a-body, and People mult bear with 
em, or elſe pay em their Wages. 

Hill, Nay, a ſhining Equipage ſooths. my Vanity 
ta he aft degree ; we ſhall make the moſt ſuitable 

uple ! 
ke LAſide.] Couple ——1 knew. ſhe wanted 


"Hill. And really. Mr: Maiden, to conceal the matter 
no longer, I am in love with you to death. _ 
Mai. Truly, Madam, Marriage is a thing I hav'o't - 
. thought on yet. , SY 
| Hill. 


, 
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Hill. That Mien, Air, Face, Wit, Shape, that moving 
Softneſs, and thoſe ſpeaking Eyes, at once have rais'd 
me to the height of Joy, and thrown me to the bot- 
tom of Deſpair. | | 

Mai. ¶ Aſide.) She's mighty fond, methinks, ſhe 
may be a Cheat for 'aught I know ; for ſo many ra- 
kiſh Women come down to Tunbridge, to make their 
Fortunes among us Men of Eſtates, chat if a-body 
ha'n't great care, one may be ſtole How ſhall I 
get away from her Madam, I'll but ſtep into 
the Back-yard, and wait on you preſently, 


| Exit. 

Hill. 1 find 2 can be made of this Fb, 

there's ſomewhat in his Nature contrary to Love. 

Oh! here comes my ſpruce Militia Captain, 

as remarkable for Impudence, as the other for Mo- 

deſty With what variety of Fools is this Place 
ſupply'd! 


Enter Squib. 


Squ. [Afide.) A flinching Son of a Succubus, to pre- 
tend to call for a Looking - glaſs, and ſneak away 
My Miſtreſs Hem——— Now for my Rhe- 
torick Madam, I am raviſh'd with your Air, 
the Luſtre of your Eyes, the Acuteneſs of your Wir, 
and the Symmetry of your Perſca ; there is not a Lady 
whoſe Preſence I admire more throughout the coſmi- 
cal Syſtem. 

Hill. 1 find, Captain, you have an Eloquence to en- 

ge the Women, as well as Valour to ſubdue the 
Men ; but; *ris my Misfortune not to be touch'd with 
thoſe extraordinary Faculties that bait ſo many of my 
Sex. 

Squ. Some Ladies, indeed, are of a cold Conſtitu- 
tion; but can you, Madam, object to one Particu- 
lar, throughout the n r Perfec- 


tions? 
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tions? But tis the general Fate of us Men o' the 
Faſhion, to captivate the Croud o' Ladies, and yet be 
flighted by a ſingle She we love. [Sings . 


Take me, take me, while you may, 
Venus comes not ev'ry Day. 


Hill. [ Afide.) Was there ever ſuch a Coxcomb ? 
m—— nt own, Captain, your Graces are very 
infinuating ; but ſo many Reaſons perſuade me a- 

ainſt a martial Love A Woman that values 
ber Husband, is always 2 of the Chance 
o War; then, ſhou'd you Kill'd in a Battle, one 
muſt ſneak to the Government for a Penſion of 
twenty -Shillings a Week to ſubliſt half a Score Chil- 
dren, and hammer out the reſt with Waſhing and 
Starching : Beſides, a Soldier's Wife has ſo very 
little Credit abroad, that ſhou'd one happen to be 
out o' Caſh, one may want ſo much as a Paper o 
Pins. | f | 

Squ. Want Pias Madam, you ſhall eat Pins 
— Thoſe are your poor ſtarving Officers that 
he by bullying, and their Wives by Cullies. I 
have three hundred a Year in Poſſeſſion, and two 
more in Reverſion, when my Grandmother Priſcck 
dies; fo that you may have ready Morey ; you may 
go to the Tripe-Woman's with ready Money, to the 
Strong- Waterſhop with ready Money, and to the Mer» 
cer's with ready Money; and that's what half the 
Women of Quality can't pre:en4 to — Then 
far Pedigree, the Squibs, Madam, are as antient and 
numerous a Race as the Hittites, the Febuſites, or 
the Gargiſhites: 1 have Relations conſiderable in all 
Parts of the World; Don Greazywhiikeys, Renegado 
De. Vigo, * Furiofo Flammoſo de Mount Ana, 
Lord Howndſditch, Monſieur Ne'er a Shirt; and, in 


Holland, my dear Uncle, Myn Heer Belch van Butter- 


Ben; 
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Box; will not all this prevail? 
way to make her mine? 


Hill. One way, Captain, there is, and but one; I 
have ſworn never to yield myſelf without a Duel: A 
Woman's hardly ſpoke of till ſhe has occaſion'd Blood- 
ſned: All Ladies o' Figure, when they deſign to 
marry, contrive ſome way to be fought for, then re- 
ceive the Conqueror, to ſhow they approve the Deed 

Mr. Loveworth, Caprain, is your Rival; d'you 
engage him; if you ſucceed, my Perſon is the Reward: 


You'll not find it difficult, he's a Coward, and will 
ſcarce ſtand the brunt. 


$qu.[ Aſide.) A Coward! nay, then I may venture to 
challenge him If that be all, Madam, 'tis done 
already I'll mince the Do 


| g ———=Rival me, aa 
audacious Raſcal ! Madam, I'll anatomize him 


for your Ladyſhip's Curioſity (Aſide. ] Ill to the 
Tavern, and get a little fluſſ' ; few have Courage e- 


nough to fight in cool Blood. Now Fortune, for my 
Miſtreſs and my Fame. 


Ye Stars, is there no. 


'Tis my laft Refuge, and if that don't win her, 
O all you Gods above The Devil's in her. [Exit; 


Hill. Now have I a mighty Pleaſure in ſetting two 
Fellows a tilting; ſhou'd one of em be run through, 
what an Air 'twill be upon the Walks, for People 
to obſerve a-body, and cry, ſhe had a Man kill 
about her! If they both prove Cowards, 'twill af- 
ford Mirth to ſee two Fools parry at a diſtance, they 
are (ure nat to hurt one another, and that's not un- 
likely in this Periwig Age. Pſha! my old Suitor, Mr. 
Love worth, how inupid is a Fellow's Company one 
has been acquainted with a Month! I begin now to 
hare him ſo very heartily, that the Devil take me if 
I don't— murcy him bur what Humour 


ſhall I affet? In the Morning I rallyd him, now Vil 
ba“. 
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ha' the Spleen, that will give him an Opinion of my 
Underſtaading ; for the moſt faſhionable ſign of a mo- 
dern great Wit, is a great deal of Ill - Nature. 


Enter Love worth. 


Lov. Save you, ſave you, Madam! What, melan- 
choly ! 

Hill. One's apt to be ſo, Sir, at the approach of dull 
Company. 

Lov. Oh, ſhe has got the Spleen, I' fetch her out of 
that preſently. [Sings and dances 4 Minuet. 

Hill. Now were I really out of Humour, ſplenetick, 
and ſick even to death, that Minuet wou'd fer me a 
dancing. [Sings the. ſame Tune, and dances.) I find, 
Mr..Loveworth,. tis in vain for us Women to aſſume 
Ill-Nature with you Men, that know our blind fide. 

Lov. We know, Madam, your Natures are not rough; 
but you Ladies ſo damnably diſſemble Cruelty, where 
you find you are belov'd, we don't know what to make 
on't. 

Hill. Good Sir, don't mention Love, that will give me. 
the Vapours indeed: But where's Belinda, Mrs. Good- 
fellow, Penelope, and the reſt o' the Company? 

Lov. Oh! Madam, they are all got to Cards in the 
Summer-Houſe at the lower-end o' the Garden. 

Hill. At Cards, and I here! Heav'n forgive me; 1 
don't uſe to lip an opportunity of getting Money: I'll 
be with em this moment; but, dear Mr. Loveworth, .. 
that Minuer again. 

[Both ſing, and go out in the. Minuet Step, Exennt. - 


Emer - Woodcock with a Letter, and Reynard in &-- 
Country Habit. 


pode. Rꝛading. ] Numerous n G 
ore. 


* 
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| ſtore of Cattle- And Lands very extenſive in Rom-, 
ney-Marſh [Aſide.] A moſt convenient Place for 
my Owling-Trade, exporting Wool, and running French 

Goods I find, Sir, you are commended to me for | 
a Son-in- Law. | | j 
_ 7 | 
Woodc. Pray what Eſtate may you have about Rom- | 

- ney- Mar ſh? | | | 
Rey. Eſtate, why I have Eſtate enough to ſet up who 

I pleaſe for Parliament-Man, and when 1 ha' done, | 

think I hy? Wit enough to gi'n Inſtructions how he | 

ſhall behave himſelf. | 


. | 
WWoode, A notable Fellow this; no great Orator I ſee, i 

but his Meaning's good. | 

Rey, Now, pray, what has your Daughter? for if | 

her Vertune don't anſwer my Eſtate, Pie not have her, 

be ſhe a Cherubim, ſouſe me. ES | 
k Woode. {| Aſide.] My own Humour He knows 
the Market, I find, and I warrant has bought many 
a Horſe And I'd have a Man inſpe& a Wife as 1 
he does a Horſe; ſee if ſhe has all her Teeth, and her 1 
Quarters tight and ſound ! Tm ſure, he that marries a [| 
London Dame, has Reaſon enough to do't; for the | 
better ſort, what with drinking hot Liquors, and eat- | 
ing Sugar-Plumbs at Church, not one in ten has a 1 
Tooth left; and for the middle ſort, I don't believe | 
there's an Orange-woman at the Play houſe, or 2 
Sempſtreſs on the Exchange, that's Pepper - proof i 
Well, Friend, I'll ſhew you my Daughter, if you like | 
| 
: 


her Perſon, you may find her worth more than you 
imagine. Exit. 
Rey. An honeſt old Fellow 80, thus far the 
Plot ſucceeds; but how ſhall I blind him in relation 
to the Eſtate ? That's eaſy ———"Tis but getting a 
few falſe Deeds, and the matter's done We can't 


apc 4 „ » 1-4. 4x * 


want Forgery or Perjury while the Nation affords 
Lawyers. oy 


Re- enter 


| 
| 
; 
| 
| 


64 Tunbridge-Walks . 


Re. enter Woodcock with Belinda. 


Moodc. Daughter, uſe him courteouſly, and endea- 


vour to like him; his Eſtate joined to yours will 
make you the greateſt Woman in the Country. 

Rey. A Strapper, !faith———a well-built Laſs; tho? 
white and red like a Stockgilliflower, and a choice 
pair of Udders I muſt taſte her——d'your leave, 
For ſoot h [Kiſſes her.] As tender as a Pullet, and I 
Warrant as juicy as a Burgamy Payre, 

Bel. Pleaſe to lit, Sir. [They ſit. 

Rey. They ſay we ſhall have a good Crop t' Year. 

Bel. As the Weather proves, Sir. 

Rey. Ay Tzeems, Forſooth, I and you are to 
be Zweet-hearts, and lig together for the good of our 
Kind — Nay pray you now be'nt ſo ſhy; look a 
little ſmirking upon a body ———do If I don't 
love you with all my. Soul, Heart's-blood, Liver and 
Lights, I'ſe gi” you leave to make a Harcelet of me. 

Woodc. Very well, but Pl leave 'em together, 'tis n't 
fair to obſerve Lovers. Exit. 

Bel. [ Riſmg.] Ha, ha, ha! methinks, Sir, the Clown's 
very natural, and the Gentleman but affected; I'd ad- 
viſe yau to wear this Habit always, turn perfect Farmer, 
and go to plow. | 
Rey. In the Field of Love, Madam, I agree with 
you ; you ſee what Forms and Shapes you have 
Power to turn us into; I'm glad you kept your 
Countenance, for tho' a Deſign be carried on to the 
very finiſhing Point, your giggling Sex are apt to 


burſt out and ſpoil all- But, dear Creature, let's 
contrive ſome way to be married inſtantly, for fear 
of a Diſcovery. 

Bel. The only way I can think of, is to ſollicite 
him in Propria Perſona, which you know he'll ne'er 
conſent: to; and the more you preſs him for Mr. _ 

ATA 
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nard the Gentleman, the more you haſten the Match 


wich Mr. Reynard the Clown. 


Rey. My Lite, my Angel, let me hug thee for thy 
Invention Dſdeatch the old Man, let's be a little 
familiar. 


[Sings] III tell you a Story, a Story ſo merry, . 
| Woodcock enters, 
Concerning the Abbot of Canterbury, 
And of hi, Houſe-keeping, and high Renown, 
Which made him repair to fair London Towns: 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


Hoodc. So, fo, I'm glad to ſee em ſo great already, 


Rey. How now, quoth King John, 'tis told unto me, 
That thou keep'ſt a far better Houſe than I, 
If thou doſt not anſwer me Queſtions three, 
Thy Head ſhall be taken from thy Body, 
Derry down, ec. 


You ſee, Forſooth, I'e no fine Singer, but i'faith I'ſe 


be — loudeſt every Sunday in our Church for all that; 
haugh. 

Ii ode. Come Belinda, I' relieve your Modeſty the 
firſt time; the Ladies enquire for you Well, Sir 
can you love my Daughter? 

Rey. Love her, ay, better than I do Beef and Pud- 
ding; Why ſhe's g "ng vale but i'faith we'ſe 
not part ſo Kiſſes her.] By my troth as pretty a 
Morſel as a Mon — deſire to Hed on. aig 
[Ungs] And if thou dot not anſwer me Daeſtions three, 

Thy Head ſhall be taken from thy Body. © 
Derry dewn, ec. | 


[Exeunt Woodcock and Reynard. 


Entgsy 


reer —_—— 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


' 
* 
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Enter Hillaria. l 


Hill, 1 have heard all, Belinda, and applaud my. 


own good Genius, but Intrigues of my forming ge- 


nerally proſper; I often fancy I cou'd write a 


ay. 
Bel. Why don't you try, Zillaria ? 


Hill. No really, Belinda, a Poeteſs is fo ſcandalous 


a Character; for when a Woman has the Face to ap- 


pear at Rehearſals, and teach Actors their Parts, her 


Aſſurance will ſcruple nothing; beſides, Women Wri- 
ters have quite loſt their Repuration, for in Love- 


Scenes their Thoughts are fo looſe, and their Expreſ- 


fions ſo open and unveil'd, the Ladies can't be ſeen at 


a Performance of their own Sex; and Obſcenity in 


a Woman is ſo odious—————— Well, Belinda, I long 
to ſee thee in a Lover's Arms, ſettled at London, and 
dreſs'd like other People: Lord! how the Women of 
Quality wou'd titter, to fee a high Crown-Har in the 
front Sear o' the Box! Thou art good-narur'd, Child, 


to ſuffer theſe Impoſitions; ſhou'd any old Humouriſt - 


force a Steeple on my Head, I'd make more noiſe in 


his Ears than if *twere a Church-Steeple with the 


whole Set o' Bells in it. 
Bel. A ridiculous Habit reflects more on thoſe that 
impoſe it, than on us, where Dependance forces a Sub- 


jection; but if I ſhould viſit London, you'll inſttuct your 
Friend, Hillaria : for tho' frequenting Tunbridge may 


render one not aukward, I ſhall be a perfect Novice 
in half the Town-Airs. 

Hill. Why truly, Belinda, tho* our Obſervation be 
all trifle, a Woman that's well vers'd in the Niceties 


of Behaviour, is thought no ſmall Politician; for 


in the firſt place, if you wou'd ſhew a refin'd Edu- 


cation, you muſt be very timorous, and fearful, . 


skream at the jolt of a Coach, or the pop of a Lr 
| ic 
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die away at the ſight of a Rat; all well-bred Ladies 


are frighied at every thing but a Man 
muſt be taken ill at publick Places, though not like 
my Lady Fullmoon that fainted away in a high Co- 


lour; but to humour a Swooning with a pretty 


Paleneſs, cauſes an agreeable Diſturbance, and gives 
one an opportunity to be ſupported by the Man one 
likes; then the next Morning, there's ſuch rattling 
with Footmen, which makes one conſiderable in the 
Neighbourhood, from this Lady and that Lady, 
tho' we hate one another mortally, to know how 
one's Head, and one's Stomach does, and how one 


reſted that Night; and I all the while in my Clo- 


ſet at a couple of cold Chickens, ' and a Tankard 
o' Sherry. 

Bell. But what Amuſements have you there? 

Hill. Oh! Innumerable! My Head turns round 
with the promiſcuous Enjoyment: There's the Play, 
where I generally ſidle in about the middle of the 
ſecond Act, that People may think I have been de- 
tain'd on ſome important Affair; if 'tis a Tragedy, 
F.curn my Rump and talk to the Beaus behind; but 
a Comedy's very pleaſant, if 'tis but abuſive; I love 
Satire ſtrangely : Then Hyde-Park, oh! Hyde-Park does 
raviſu me. 

Bell. But there you have no Converſation ? 

Hill, That's nothing, a world of pretty things may 
be done without Speech; but though our Tongues 
are ſilent, we diſcourſe ſtill. | 

Bell. How ſo? 


Hill. With our Fingers, there's many an Intrigue - 


carry'd on that way, and that's fo pretty to appoint 


Time and Place, and not a Word ſpoke: That Art, 
they ſay, was invented to oblige ſome Men o' Qua- 


lity, who wanted the Gift of Elocution. And are not 
theſe much preferable to the melancholy Country; 
where you may walk a whole Day, and not fee a 
Man? I'm ſure I was ſo mope'd there once for — 

0 


Then you 
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of Company, I was glad to talk to the great Bull- 
dog — Come, Child, we'll ſend for a Beau to 
carry us to Southberough, and Vil tell you more. 

Bell, I wonder, Hillaria, you'll appear with theſe 
Beaus, and always ſpeak fo deſpicably to 'em. 

Hill. They give one Snuff, loſe their Money at 
Cards, and pay Coach- hire. [Exennt. 


Loveworth and. Squib meeting. 


Squ. [ Aſide.) My Rival! dear Spirit of Burgundy: 
aſſiſt me Mr Lodeworth, draw. 

Lov. Draw, Captain, upon what account? How 
long have we been Enemies ? 

Squ. Look you, Sir, 'm for Action, and not 
Words: In ſhort, you have endeavour'd to deprive 
me of my Miſtreſs, and muſt either quit the Lady, or 
vindicate your Pretenſions. 

Lov. [ Aſide) Ha, ha, ha, ha! Hillaria has banter'd the 
Fool, I'll humour him a little — That matter, 
Captain, we may decide more calmly He who 
has ſerv'd her longeſt, beſt deſerves her: If we can't 
agree, let the Lady determine it by her own Incli- 
nations, 

Squ. [ Aſide.) Is he thereabouts! Til purſue the 
point Sir, the Temple of the bright Hillaria, 
I have made the Repoſitory of my Affections; and 
whoever dares diſpute the Legality of my Title, and 
not juſtify what he ſays, is a Son of an Iriſh Evi- 
dence, a Fool, and a pitiful Coward. 

Lov. Nay, Captain, if you brand me with the 
Name of Coward, my Honour's concern'd ; now L 
will fight. 

* [Looks ſurpriz'd] Will you fight [ Puts 
up his Sword.) Then gi'me thy Hand; now I wont 
fight with you; we Men of reciprocal Courage ſhou'd 
never fight, but a cowardly Raſcal ought to be kick'd 
and poſted, 


Lov. 


. 


— 
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Lov. No, Captain, I ſeldom draw my Sword; but 
once provok'd, 'tis never drawn in vain: now you 
ſhall fight. 

Sau. [ Aſide.) O Lord, what ſhall I dv now? 
Come, come, Mr. Loveworth, Friends ſhou'd never 
quarrel The Lady's yours; I have a ſtock of Mi- 
ſtreſſes, and can afford you half a ſcore at any time. 

Lov. Nay, Caprain, it you won't fight, I muſt re- 
turn you Coward, and Fool again, with that. that, and 
that. bs." [ Kicks him. 

Squ. Tis very well, Mr. Loveworth, mighty well, 
ſuperlatively well, indeed; look you, Sir, I ſhall meet 
you one dusky Evening in St. Fames's Park. 

Lov. And what will you do then, Sir ? 

Squ. Why, Sir, I'll order two or three of the Sen- 
try to fling you into the Canal. - 

Lov. Will you fo, Sir! [Kicks him again, 

Squ. Nay, now I will walk off, Exit. 


Thus Lawyers bawl and riſe by Impudence; 
Hufiag for Courage paſſes. Noiſe for Senſe : 

By all appearance. how the World's deceiv'd, 
Grave Dulneſ Wiſdom, canting Zeal's believ'd; 
But were Deſert, like Metal, to be tryd, 

And each Pretender ſhou'd the Tei: abide, 

How many a Hero huff without à Soul? 

How many a Stateſman won d be found a Fool? 


Lov. Thus Flaſh of Valowr. gills the leaſt . 


The End of the Fourth Act. 
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A CT V. 
SCENE continues. 


Enter Wood cock and Reynard. 


Moodc. 1 Tell you, Mr. Reynard, my Daughter ſhall 
1 have no London Husband ; I muſt have a Man 
that underſtands Farming, and will improve my Eſtate, 
raiſe Portions for younger Children, and yet double it 
to the eldeſt——W hereas your Town Gentlemen ſpend 
more in a Month than they receive in a Quarter; 
know nothing of their Lands, till they come to aſſign 
and ſet over; and I don't believe there's an Eſtate at 
Court, but is mortgag'd to an Alderman in the City. 

Rey. [ Aſide.] How perverſe is Age? One may 
ſooner civilize a Satyr, convert a Few, or reduce a 
Woman from her Pride and Vanity, than perſuade an 
old Fellow out of a rooted Obſtinacy But Mr. 
Woodcock, you have Reaſon, and ſhou'd argue excep- 
tionally, the Age may be extravagant enough; but 
12 think it impoſſible for the Town to afford Men 
of Conduct and good Management? 

Woodc. Not impoſſible, I grant you; but you may 
as well look for Cleanlineſs in Scotland, Money in 
France, or Wit and Manners at Amſterdam, as So- 
briety in London To be plain, you are People of 
no Principles, you have neither Religion, nor common 
Morality ; and 1 delire Mr. Reynard, you'll deſiſt your 
Pretenſions: In ſhort, I have engag'd a Perſon, ner 
for my Daughter's Pyrpoſe, and more agreeable to my 
Temper. 

Rey. What th: Romney. Marſh Gentleman, Humphrey 


-Hovble 3 ha, ha, ha. 
— Wood:, 
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Woods. | Aſide.] How the Devil came he to know 
him? 

Rey. Mr. Woodcock, to convince you, you have a 
wrong Notion of us bred in Town, I'll be frank 
Your Daughter and I are agreed; ſhe receiv'd the 
Countryman only to humour you, and told me 
all that paſs'd between em, how he lolld in his 
Chair like a drunken Juſtice, entertain'd her with a 
wretched old Song, and grunted out his Love after 
that booriſh manner, ſhe fancy'd her ſelf in a Hog- 
ſty Since you ſee, Mr. Woodcock, I won't abuſe 
you, allow me generous, and ratify our Affe ctions. 

Woodc. ( Aſide.] The Curſe of Maidenheads light 
upon the whole Sex Mr. Reynard, I muſt conteſs 
you art a very generous Perſon, and to return your 
Generoſity, I will this Moment marry my Daughter 
to the Countryman I ſhall ſpoil her fop Intrigue; 
that Women ſhou'd be ſuch Fools to fall in love with 
Periwigs and lac'd Coats! But 'twill be ſo, let a Man 
ſhew but a fair Outſide, they don't care if he has no 
more Brains than a Grand Jury. Exit. 

Rey. Ha, ha, ha! now for my Country Face again. 


Enter Loveworth. 


Ned Loveworth ſauntring about like an idle Courtier, 
or a poor Poet in ſearch of a Dinner 

Love. Tis true, Frank, I have no Heireſſes to fol- 
low, nor croſs Miſers to attack; but I have a Mi- 
ſtrels too, and a very whimſical one: for tho' ſhe 
admits me to *ſquire her about, ſhe won't ſuffer me 
to mention Love. 

Rey. She'll conſent the ſooner; Women ſeldom care 
to talk of Love, till they reſolve upon the Action, be- 
cauſe they hate to be tanraliz'd. 

Love, Well, my dear Friend, and how go Mat- 
ters? 


Rey, 
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Rey. Swimmingly, ſwimmingly, Ned ; 1 aſſum'd all the 
Clowniſhneſs imaginable: No true Peaſant, bred a- 
mong(t Cattle in the Wild o Kent, or the Peak in Der- 
b;ſhire, could have had a more ruſtical Air. 

Lov. Thou wert always a good Mimick, Frank : 
But can'ſt thou really lay aſide all Conſcience ard 
Honeſty, and have the face to marry this Lady, 
and bubble the Yeoman out of ſuch a prodigious 
Eſtate? 

Rey. Conſcience and Honeſty, ha, ha, ha! thou 
ſhoud'ſt ha' been born ſeven Ages ago, thoſe things 
are obliterated now-a-days; and for the face o' the 


matter, a Man of Intrigue muſt bave a face for 


every thing: the Women indeed are eaſily ſubdu'd; 
Coquet Ladies, like Hillaria, you win with Mimickry 
and Scandal; an old Maid that's miſerably pitted 
with the Small-pox, you muſt praiſe her Youth and 
Beauty; to a young Creature you mult talk mo- 
deſtly, ro a Widow mathematically: but to ſurprize 
old Fathers that inſpect our Deſigns, requires a Ma- 
ſter piece of Nature To deceive a Country 
Yeoman, I'm a Clown you ſee -To pleaſe a 
rich Serjeant, I cou'd be a ſpruce Barriſter, come 
to the Court powder'd beyond a Side-Box Beau, 
give a hem, and cry, May it pleaſe you, my Lard, 
and you Gentlemen of the Jury Nay, to curry 
with a ſuperſtitious old Uncle, I cou'd put on a pre- 
ciſe, conventicie Face, and look as mortify'd as your 
ſneaking Citizens do of late, ſince the Downfall of 
the Whig-Party. In ſhort, Ned, if you wou'd riſe 


in the World, you muſt have a Face for ev'ry thing 


—Why the Women give us that Example, who, they 
ſay, are arriv'd to that perfection in Waſhes, Paſtes 
and Powdeis, they'll alter their Looks ſo, you ſhan't 
know 'em; and I heard of a fine Town-Lady who 
painted her Face with that variety, ſhe was pick'd 
up by a purblind Lord, fix Nights together for 11 2 

iſtreſs 
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But, dear Ned, excuſe me, thou knowꝰſt 


Miſtreſs 
the Exigence of my Affairs, a Moment's trifling might 
be fatal. 

Lov. Succeſs attend you, Sir. [Exeunt differently. 


Enter Woodcock and Belinda. 


Node. Belinda, I muſt talk with you [ Aſide. 
But why ſhou'd I examine her ? She'll tell me a hun- 
dred Lyes with as grave a Face as a Presbyterian Di- 
vine, when he -preaches up Conſcience, and ſlides a 
filver Spoon into his Pocket 'Tis impoſlible to 
know that Sex, they'll melt us with their Tears, and 
in the ſame Breath laugh at our Eaſineſs; at Church 
they'll be very devout with one Eye, and ogle a Fel- 
low with tother; and they have more Tricks, Querks, 
and Evaſions to avoid ſpeaking Truth, than an At- 
torney has in drawing an Anſwer in Chancery 
Belinda, What think you of the new Gallant I 
brought you? 2 

Bell. If my Approbation, Sir, wou'd not create in 
— an Averſion to him, I cou'd tell you, I like him, 
like him infinitely, beyond any Man in particular, and 

the whole Sex in general. 

Mood. [ Aſide.] If ſhe be real, this pleaſes me in- 
deed ; this is News beyond an Expreſs from Iraly—— 
*Tis my Requeſt then, that 301 marry him inſtantly. 

Bell. Moſt willingly : The Moment that I ſaw him, 
a ſudden Chilneſs ſeiz'd me ev'ry where; that Chil- 
neſs as ſuddenly chang'd into a pleaſing Warmth ; 
the Warmth eer ſince keeps ſettld at my Heart, 
and my Thoughts fix'd on him. 

Woode, [ Aſide.) This is Love; but her Youth's 
unacquainted with theſe Symptoms, I have felt 'em 
formerly myſelf. This Hour then he ſhall be 
Jour ————| Aſide.) But ſhou'dn't I firſt ſatisfy my 
ſelf with the Reality - this Eſtate he pretends to 

have? 
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have?— It muſt be fo, he lives too far from London to 
be a Cheat Now, what an impudent Rogue is this | 
Reynard, to pretend a Contract with my Daughter, 

when ſhe all the while dies for Squire Hobble———Bur 
then, how ſhou'd Reynard know what paſs'd between 
the Countryman, and her, unleſs the Devil help'd him 
to't? Like enough, truly, I believe moſt of your Town- 
Sparks are very intimate with Alderman Belzebub—— | 
Come, Belinda ; [Aſtde. ] Still J ſuſpect a Trick, | 
bur if ſhe marries him, there can be none; if ſhe can 
cheat the Prieſt, ſhe'll cheat the Devil. [Exernnt. 


Enter Squid. 


Squ. Pox of his Courage, I ſay; I ſhall be kick d 
about by ev'ry Chocolate-Houſe Beau, now they know 
I won't fight; how ſhall I be reveng'd? Shall I venture 
to challenge him No What ſhall I do then? Oh! 
1 ſhall meet him in the publick Dancing-Room, and 
Ii fir above him. But now, how can I appear be- 
fore my Miſtreſs? *Tis no matter; there's Penelope 
with a better Fortune; and I cou'd like her, were ſhe 
not ſo forward.z People naturally {light thoſe that are 
in Love with em, tho' ſhou'd I have an Averſion to 
all the Women that are in love with me, I might 
deſpiſe the whole Sex; therefore I will marry her. 


Enter Mrs. Goodfellow and Penelope. 


Mrs. Goodf. Sweet Captain, we have ſought for you 
vehemenly; we wanted your Company with us to 
Southborough. 
Squ. I have likewiſe, my fair Penelope, been 

the Chaſe for you, to inform you, ſome Ladies here 
have a violent Defign upon my Perſon; and if you 
don't encloſe me preſently, I ſhall be raviſh'd from 
rour Arms. | 


Pen. 
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Pen. Loſe my dear Caprain! Aunt, Aunt, run for 
Doctor Dromedary, and let us bE married before the 
Jun repoſes. | [Exit Goodfellow. 

Squ. Now, Madam, we muſt make a mighty. Ap- 
pearance, and have a ſtately Bridal Equipage ; all new- 
eg People of any Figure, keep a Coach the fiiſt 

ear. 

Pen. We mult go a viſiting together, and to Hyde- 
Park together, and be extreamly fond for a Month : 
Then, Captain, my Aunt and I muſt go to the Ar- 
tillery. Ground o' Training Days, that the Soldiers may 
let off their Muskets, and cry, Heav'n bleſs the noble 
Captain's Lady; and ſure nothing is ſo pleaſant as to 
frequent Places where one's Husband has an Authority, 
that one may be very rude, and affront Folks 
But, dear Captain, let's make haſte; for ſhou'd you 
be raviſh'd from me now, I wou'd be more concei n'd 
than if I. were raviſh'd myſeli. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Loyeworth and Hillaria. 


Hill. Sure no Courtier was ever worſe plagu'd with 
a petitioning Poct than I am with you. 

Lov. Sure no Poet was ever more coldly receiv'd 
by a ſtately Courtier, than I am by you; but tra 
prove my Conſtancy, Madam, be as cruel as you 
pleaſe, I'll never leave you, I'm reſolv'd to follow you, 
court you, and addreſs you, till you yield. 

Hill. And while you continue to follow me, court 
me, and addreſs me, 1 will never yield. 

Lov. Why? 

Hill. Becauſe we Women love dearly to be fol- 
low'd, courted, and addreſs'd; l muſt own, Mr. Love- 
worth, we do cully your Sex ev'ry way; while you 
court us, we make Spaniels of you; and when we 
have a mind to render you more contemptible, we 
wake Husbands of you; and really you Lovers are 

D 2 meer 
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meer Spaniels; for the worſe you are us'd, the more 
you fawn. | 

Lov. You know, Madam, you have Pow'r, and are 
Teſolv'd to triumph. 

Hill. We know you are Fools, and are reſolv'd to 
laugh at you; but no more of this Chat, here's Com- 
pany. 

Enter Woodcock Singing. 


WWoodc Sing Old Sir Simon the King, tol, tol, &c. 

Lov, I'm glad to ſee you ſo meiry, Mr, Woodcock, 
ſhan't we rejoice with you too? 

Moodc. With all my heart. Mr. Loveworth, 1 have juſt 
marry'd my Daughter, and am reſolv'd to dedicare a 
whole Twelvemonth to Mirth and jollitry; I'll broach 
my fix Hogſheads of Stout, that were brew'd in the 
Days of King Charles, and make the whole Country 
as drunk, as at an Election of Burgeſſes. | 

Hill. Shan't we ſee your Son-in-law, Sir? 

Woods, Preſently, Madam, I left 'em but in the next 
Room to bill and coo a little ha, ha, ha, ha! What 
wou'd I give now Mr. Reynard were but here, to 
Lugb at him a little, and let him ſee our Ale in the 
Country has inſpir'd us with more Cunning. than all 
his Burgundy in Town! 

Lov. Oh! here they come. 


Reynard and Belinda enter, and kneel to Woodcock, 


Rey. Your Bleſſing, Sir? 

Woode. Mr. Reynard! 

Rey. The very ſame, Son-in-law- to you, and Partner 
to this Lady, by your own Choice and Approbation. 

Hood. Here's a Son of a Copper - Smith. But 
Daughter Belinda, what means this Stuff? Did not I 
give you to the Countryman? and did not the Prieſt 
join your Hands? Call in Doctor Dromedary. bye 
| el. 


a. 


The Noman of Kent. 77 


Bell. You did, Sir; commanded by you, and promp- 


ted by my own Inclination, with a double Joy I re- 
ceiv'd him for my Husband. 


Rey. To humour you, Sir, I was that Country- 


man, and to pleaſe this Lady am now Mr. Reynard - 


again, 


Woode, Why then Mr. Reynard is the Devil in- 


Car nate. 


Lov. I find, Mr. Woodcock, your Country Ale has 


clouded your Underſtanding a litt e. 


NMoodc. | Aſrde.) Hell and Furies, how have I been 
abus'd, impos'd on by a vain fluttering Fellow, and 


Jilted by my own Daughter, ———'Sdcath, I ſhall be a 
Jef to the whole Country. Mr. Reynard, I own you 
ave been too hard for me, your Wit has gain'd ber, 
now let your Wit maintain her, my Eſtate deſerves a 
better Uſage. 
Hill. Nay now, Mr. Woodcock, I muſt interpoſe. 


Mode. You! I have a mighty Reſpect indeed for 
your Sex. 


Hill. 1 fancy, Sir, you never ſpent much Time in 


France Aſide.] A true Engliſh Clown. 
Lov. But, Mr. Woodcock, your Experience ſhou'd 


conſider theſe Frailties; ſhe ſtill reſpects you as her 
Father, but neither Duty, Friendſhip, nor Intereſt can 


prevail, againſt the Force of Love. 
Woode. No: I have a Senſe of Money, and can- 


not bear to ſee it us'd like Dirt; before my Eſtate 
ſhall be ſpent in glaring Liveries, and feed an empty 
Pride, I'll fit out a Regiment to help carry on the 
War, and nobly ſpend it in my Country's Service; 
this Moment I diſcard her; ſince blind Love :chang'd 


her State, blind Chance direct her Courſe But 
who am I thus uſing? My. Daughter? Who then 


muſt ſhare my Wea'th? if I reje& my Child, my on- 
Nature, Nature, why do you rack me 


1y Child 
thus? 
Bell. Well ſettle in the. Country, Sir; Diſpoſe. us 


D.3. as 


of 9 
A 

11 

bo 
= 


——̃ —— Ec 
2 — — — . u! = , — bean * 
* 


— ————C— 


ads" 


9s Tinbridge-Walks : Or, 
as. you pleaſe, pardon but this Offence, and own us 
yours. [Weeps. . 

Woode. How eafily Tears flow from Womens Eyes; 
afrer a voluntary Diſobedience, they calm our Paſ- 
fion with a feign'd Repentance: her Sorrow moves 
me, tho' I know 'tis. falſe: Can I diſſolve this Mar- 
riage? No, Mr. Reynard, take her; as you uſe her, 
you may hope my Favour. My perſonal Eſtate ſhail 
deſcend to her; my real Eſtate I'll ſettle on your el- 
deſt Son, whom I expect to breed under my own 
Eye, and according to my own Humour tis ve- 
Ty hard, if you deny me that On thoſe Conditions, 
Heav'n bleſs you both. 

Rey. 1 have various Reaſons, Sir, to value your 
Eſteem, and endeavour to oblige you; my Intereſt, 
my Love to this Lady, and chiefly to perſuade you 
from a Prejudice againſt Men of Education To 
gain a Miſtreſs, we're allow'd Deceit; in all things 
elſe you ſhall find me a Man of Honour. 

Lov. Now, Madam, we may congratulate your 
Happineſs. 

Hill. [ Aſide to Bell.] You ſee, Belinda, my Words 
are verify'dy *ris obſerved, Fathers love us better than 
we do them, theſe Eruptions will occaſion ſome Con- 
Ai&, but 'tis ſoon over; except it be ſome very croſs 
old Fellows, who when they're diſoblig'd, won't part 
with their Money, but. they die the . and one 
has it then Mr. Hoodcock, this Action has won my 
Favour ſtrangely; I muſt extol your Goodneſs ; nay 
1 ſhall ſpeak well of you behind your Back, [Afede. 
and that's what I never did of any body yer. | 

[ Muſick without. 

Rey. Bleſs us, what mighty Proceſſion have we here, 

that all the Muſick in the Place is muſter'd up? 


The Muſicians enter playing. Squib and Penelope af 
feftedly humouring Time, Mrs, Goodtellow folloming, 


Parturiunts 
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Parturiunt Montes, naſcetur ridiculus Mut. 

Squ. Gentlemen, and. Ladies, my Dear and I come 
to acquaint you with our Nuptials. 

Hill. Penelope and the Captain marry'd ! 

Pen. Why really, Madam, my Dear. and I found our, 
ſelves ſo very fit for one another, Nature wou'd not 
let us be any longer aſunder. 

Squ. Sure no Pair were ever ſo well match'd as 


my Dear and I. [Kiſſing. 
Pen. Sure no Pair were ever ſo fond as my Dear 
and I. 


Hill. [ Aſide.) Sure no Pair. were ever ſo affected 
as my Dear and I: Is there any thing fo fulſome as 
a .new-marry'd Couple, that. play the Fool, and kiſs 
before Company? 

Rey. [ Aſide ] 1 ſhall marr their Joy preſently 
But here comes, ſoft Mr, Maiden, mortified to the 
laſt degree: For after all his Muſick, Painting, and 
other fine Accompliſhments, he's diſcover'd to have 
no Eitate.- 

All. No Eſtate, ha, ha, ha! 

Rey. Same Gentlemen, it ſeems, pleas'd with his Va- 
nity, buzz a plauſible Story in his Ears, and brought 
him dowa hither to make him ridiculous. | 

Hill, Poor Mr. Maiden! But 'tis many a Beau's 
Caſe, to build a mighty Appearance on a very ſlen- 
der Foundation. The greateſt Braus we have about 
Town now, are Milliners, Mercers, Lawyers Clerks, 
and *ris ſuch upſtart Fellows that ruin ſo many poor 
Tradeſmen; for amongſt 'em all, you'll ſcarce find a 
Perriwig that's paid for. | 


Enter Maiden. 


Maid. What a-Pox, muſt I go to.the Change again, 
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Squ. No Eſtate! O Lord, Maiden, what will be- 
come of your Airs now? - 

Bel What pity 'tis, the fine Mr. Maiden, who does 
ev'ry thing ſo much like Quality, ſhou'd be forc'd to 
turn Mechanick! *=© 

Moodc. What will your Patchwork, and your Fil- 

lagree hgnity now, Friend, without an Eſtate to keep 
your Follies in countenance? 
Hill. Come, come, Mr. Maiden, n&er be con- 
cern'd, Riches are only to ſupply other Defects; 
your Graces may command a Lady with an Eſtate 
at any time. 

Maid. Nay, whenever I marry, I don't doubt of 
a good Fortune yet; when I was at the Change be- 
fore, People us'd to call me handſome Mr. Maiden. 
1 have a Brother too, ſo like me, no body can di- 
ſtinguiſh us, and we us d to cheat Folks, and lay it 
upon one another. 

Rey. But the Captain here is more to be pitied, 
who inſtead of marrying into a great Family, and 
with a great Fortune, has made an Alliance with 
Mrs. Lime-Fuice, that keeps a Punch-Houſe in Long- 
Acre, and her Niece Fenny Trapes, who being known 
by ev'ry body in Town, thought to paſs at Tuxbridge 
for a chaſte Penelope. 

Squ. Fenny Trapes! What that Carrot-pated 
Jade that lodges at the Corner of White-Horfſe Alley. 
Rey. The ſame indeed, only ſhe has black'd her 
Hair with a Leaden-Comb. f 

Squ. The Devil black her all over. 

All. Ha, ha, ha! give you Joy, Captain. 

Hill. Nay, really, I always took her for ſome ſuch + 
Creature, ſhe has made no Show ſince the came, but 
always trapiſh and. dirty, like an, Actreſs at a Morn- 
iog Rehearlal, 

Maid. Marry'd her! O Lord, Captain, what. will 
become of your Airs now.? 


wh. 
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Squ. Sir [ Aſide.] I have ſtudy'd Intriguing to a 
fine purpoſe, to be trick d at laſt, by an old Brandy- 
Bottle. 

Rey. Nay, they have cheated: one another, for the 
Captain, whom I had a particular Reaſon to enquire 
after, inſtead of being a worthy Officer,.and a Man of 
Subſtance, is found to be one of the Handicraft Gen- 
tlemen that ſit croſs-legg'd fix Stories high, ſpoil a 
world of. good Cloth, by putting it into an ill Shape, 
and ſtuff up long Bills with. Canvas, Buckram, and 
Stay-Tape. 

All. A Taylor! Ha, ha, ha! 


Rey. We always fancy'd he had a ſhambling Air: but 


Yeſterday, as he drew. out his Handkerchicf, he hap- 
pend to drop a Meaſure upon the Walks, and diſco- 
ver'd all. 

IWoode. What a Misfortune'tis, ſo renown'd a War- 
rior ſhou'd dwindle into a Louſe-cracker. 

Hill. I'm ſorry, Captain, I cou'dn't-receive you for 
a Husband, a Taylor's Wife, you know, wou'd ſound 
but oddly at Tunbridge; but I'll beſure to ſend for you 
when I have occaſion for a new Jump. 

Mai. A Taylor | nay, now I will banter him 


Captain pray huw many Yards o' Cloth muſt you have 


to make my Monkey a Pair of Breeches? 

Squ. Dosblood, Sir. 

Maid [Starts] Now the Duce take me, if I a'n't 
afraid of him ſtill, tho' I know he's but the. ninth 
Part of a Man, 

Rey. Well, Caprain, you may keep your Title for all 
this: Taylors, Shoe makers, and Barbers, may ſerve for 
Militia-Officers, ſince you only fight Mock-Batiles, and 
repreſent what a C:p:ain ſhou'd 4 
 Squ. Look you, Sir, 'tis natural for us that dwell 
in a Garret, to be a little high-minded, therefore I 
came down to Tunbridge, in hopes to make my For- 
tune; but fince I. find my Expectations fruſtrared,. I 

candidly 
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candidly take my Leave, and Gentlemen, and Ladies, 


when you come to Town, if you'll favour me with 
a Viſit at the Doubler in Barbałin, twill be very grate- 
fully acknowledg'd. by your yery humble Servant, 
Ezekiel Cucumber. + - [Exit; 
Au Ha, ha, ba! | hb 
- Wiods Come, good People, fome Neighbours of 
mine ſhall divert you on this Occaſion, tho I defign'd 
it an Entertainment ſuitable to a Rural Marriage. 
Hill. [To Goodf. and. Pen.) Ladies, virtuous La- 
dies, you'll not deprive us of your Company, Ladies. 

Goodf. I ne'er was out of countenance till now, I'll 
ſhip off all 1 have, and run to Ireland. 

Pen, I'll go hang myſelf in Hhite - Horſe-- Alley. 
[Exeunt, 


An ENTERTAINMENT. 


Lov. Wal, Madam, now- you ſee other People cous 
tied, what fay you to a Dance? 
Hill. Marriage, Mr. Lovewoth, is too ſolemn a 


Dance, I'm for a Frisk, a Minuet or ſo, but I hate 


the Brawls; tho' really 'tis like -a Feaſt, and to ſee 

le eat heartily, wou'd make one fall to, though 
one had no Stomach- — [ Aſide.) Now I find 
he's deſperately in love, I'll give myſelf an Air of 
Generofity————But, Mr. Loveworth, ſince we come 
to talk ſeriouſly o the matter, I muſt deal ingenuouſ- 
ly with you, the Report you have of my Fortune 


is utterly falſe My Parents were mighty well 


bred People, and what they ſhou'd have laid up for 
my Portion, they ſpent in my Education; I have a 
* deal of Good-Humour, and all that, but no 


* 
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oney. I'll tell you one thing, I am a — 
on't- 
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don't expoſe me: therefore if you can like a Wo- 
man with only the Clothes to her Back, and a Dozen 
good Smocks or ſo, I muſt on a very great Affection 
for your Eſtate. : 

Lov. Hang Fortune, Madam, your Wit and Beauty 
may command the World:; I'd marry you, tho' you had 
.n't ſo muchas Fig-Leaves. | 

Hill. That's very kind; take me then, and fince T 
bring you nothing, -I'll manage your Eſtate ſo pru- 
dently, I'll fave you a Fortune, and in twenty Years 
time you ſhall know no difference Now did I 
depend upon Rambling about, Chaſtity, and clean 
Linnen, and thought not of being that ſluttiſn thing 
a Wife theſe ſeven Years; but ugh, theſe Men 
"when they get an Aſcendant over us, they turn and 


wind us juſt as they pleaſe. 


Rey. Siſter, I approve your Choice, and wiſh you 


much Satisfaction. 

Lov. Hillaria his Siſter ! 

Rey. My own dear Siſter; we were both caſt in the 
ſame Mould. 

Bel. Hillaria ! 

Hill. Belinda! 


Rey. There is an Eſtate too belonging to our Family 
under ſome Incumbrances, which a little of Mr. 


Woodcock's Aſſiſtance might diſcharge, and raiſe a gen- 
reel Fortune for my Sifter. ; 


Woodc. Not a Seaſe; Mr! d, till you have ſhown 
your Skill, — — and you bind me 
ours. ws | 
Hill. | Aſide to Rey ] You ' muſt reſt contented, Bro- 
ther, and reſolve ro ſtudy his Temper : Tis not for 
the Weak to oppoſe the Strong: We naturally flat- 
ter and diſſemble for our Intereſt ; therefore coax 
him all you can, and when you have wheed!'d him 


out of one half of his Eſtate, go co Law with him 
for the reſt, 


Rey, 
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9 ewa * 
"x 2 55 e You need not doubt my Pefor- 


1 _ 
| a #/elf affclent prevails, 

And Go 2 247 4450 Ws Al when Beauty fails; | 
But, with a double force our Skill we prove, 

When two ſuch Charms unite, to 3 our Love. 


